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PREFACE, 


The  favourable  manner  in  which  the  First  Volume  of  Scots 
Songs  was  received  by  the  Public,  has  induced  the  Editor  to  continue 
the  Work  on  the  same  plan. 

In  the  selection  of  the  Airs,  he  has  endeavoured  to  trace  the  Original 
Melodies,  as  far  as  they  can  be  ascertained ;  and  in  this  he  has  carefully 
studied  the  simplicity  of  their  character,  by  rejecting  the  affected  Graces 
and  Variations,  which  bad  taste  or  caprice  had  introduced  into  many  of 
the  most  popular  songs. 

The  diflEculty  of  harmonizing  those  wild  but  expressive  Melo- 
dies, so  as  to  preserve  their  Effect,  has  been  acknowledged  by  the  most 
skilful  Musicians.  In  the  present  Volume,  the  Editor  considers  himself  as 
peculiarly  fortunate  in  having  engaged  the  genius  and  talents  of  the  cele-  . 
brated  HAYDN,  by  whom  the  whole  of  the  Harmonies  to  the  following 
Songs  is  composed;  and  he  trusts  they  will  be  found  worthy  of  the 
exalted  patronage,  and  cultivated  taste,  to  which  they  are  respectfully 
presented. 

Of  the  genius  and  character  of  the  Scots  Music,  so  much  has  been 
said,  in  the  Dissertation  prefixed  to  the  First  Volume,  that  but  little  re- 
mains for  the  Editor  to  add.  • 


PREFACE. 


He  has  only  to  request  that  those,  who  are  not  skilled  in  the 
Theory,  as  well  as  in  the  Practice  of  Music,  will  not  hastily  decide  on 
the  merit  of  the  following  performance.  -  As  the  Songs  are  set  by  the  hand 
of  a  Master,  they  should  be  performed  with  delicacy  and  preci- 
sion ;  and  in  the  Accompaniments,  the  Violin  and  Bass  must  be  par- 
ticularly careful  not  to  overpower  the  voice.  Whatever  objections  may 
be  imagined,  on  the  first  trial,  he  is  confident  they  will  vanish,  in  pro- 
portion as  the  performer  becomes  more  ready  and  correct  in  the 
execution. 

The  original  Words,  to  many  of  the  Songs,  being  unfit  for  a  work 
of  this  nature,  others  have  occasionally  been  substituted ;  and  in  this 
the  Editor  has  been  favoured  with  the  assistance  of  several  gentlemen, 
distinguished  in  the  literary  world. 

The  Editor  would  be  wanting,  in  a  due  sense,  of  the  merits  of  those 
eminent  artists,  HAMILTON  and  BARTOLOZZI,  were  he  not  gratefully, 
to  acknowledge  their  liberality  in  the  design  and  elegant  execution  of 
the  characteristic  Frontispiece  to  this  Volume. 
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[     2  ] 


THE  BONNIE  GRET-ETD  MORN. 


The  bonnie  grey-ey'd  morn  begins  to  peep, 

And  darknefs  flies  before  the  rifmg  ray. 
The  hearty  hynd  ftarts  from  his  lazy  fleep, 

To  follow  healthful  labours  of  the  day  : 
Without  a  guilty  fting  to  wrinkle  his  brow, 

The  lark  and  the  linnet  tend  his  levee, 
And  he  joins  their  concert  driving  his  plow, 

From  toil  of  grimace  and  pageantry  free. 


While,  flufter'd  with  wine,  or  madden'd  with  lofs 

Of  half  an  eftate,  the  prey  of  a  main. 
The  drunkard  and  gamefter  tumble  and  tofs, 

Wifhing  for  calmnefs  and  flumber  in  vain. 
Be  my  portion  health  and  quietnefs  of  mind, 

Plac'd  at  due  diftance  from  parties  and  ftate  > 
Where  neither  ambition  nor  avarice  blind 

Reach  him  who  has  happinefs  link'dtohis  fate. 
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THE  BONNIE  WEE  TBING. 


Bonnie  \yee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing, 

Lovely  wee  thing,  was  thou  mine, 
I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bofom. 

Left  my  jewel  I  fhould  tyne. 
Wifhfully  I  look  and  languifli 

In  that  bonnie  face  of  thine  j 
And  my  heart  it  ftounds  wi'  anguifh, 

Left  my  wee  thing  be  na'  mine. 


Bonnie  wee  things  cannie  ivee  thing. 
Lovely  wee  thing,  was  thou  mine, 

I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bofom, 
JLeJi  my  jewel  I  jhould  tyne. 


Wit,  and  grace,  and  love,  and  beauty. 

In  ae  conftellation  fhine  ! 
To  adore  thee  is  my  duty, 

Goddefs  o'  this  foul  o'  mine ! 
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oh       the        fickle     faith _lefs  Queen  She*'s  ta'en  the  Carl  and  left  her  Joh_nie, 
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-  ROrS  WIFE  OF  ALLDIFALLOCH, 


RoY's  wife  of  Alldivaloch, 
Roy's  wife  of  Alldivaloch, 

Wat  ye  how  fhe  cheated  mc. 
As  I  came  o'er  the  braes  of  Balloch  ? 

She  vow'd,  fhe  fwore  flie  wad  be  mine ; 

She  faid  fhe  lo'ed  me  beft  of  ony ; 
But,  oh  !  the  fickle,  faithlefs  quean, 

She's  ta'en  the  carl  and  left  her  Johnie* 
Roy's  ivife.,  &c. 


O  fhe  was  a  canty  quean  I 

Well  could  file  dance  the  Highland  walloclij 
How  happy  I,  had  flie  been  mine, 

Or  I'd  been  Roy  of  AUdivalloch. 
Roys  wifcy  &c. 

Her  hair  fae  fair,  her  een  fae  clear. 

Her  wee  bit  mou'  fo  fweet  and  bonnie  > 

To  me  fhe  ever  will  be  dear, 

Tho'  fhe's  for  ever  left  her  Johnie. 
Roy's  ivife,  &c. 


[  s  ] 


WHILE  HOPELESS. 


While  hopelefs  I  wander  and  figh  in  defpair. 
Yet,  lo!  in  my  anguifh  fome  comfort  I  find  5 

Tho'  remov'd,  ah  how  far,  from  the  fmiles  of  the  fair! 
Her  mem'ry  alone  can  give  eafe  to  my  mind. 

Why  then  ftiould  I  pine  and  give  way  to  my  woe  ? 

Tho'  Fortune  at  prefent  feems  rather  to  frown  5 
She  may  fmile,  and  her  heart  a  compaflion  may  know. 

And  thus  with  fuccefs  all  my  wiflies  may  crown. 
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[    6  ] 


FRAE  THE  FRIENDS  AND  LAND  I  LOVE, 


FrAE  the  friends  and  land  I  love  Brighteft  climes  fhall  mirk  appear  j 

Driv'n  by  Fortune's  felly  {pite ;  Defart  ilka  blooming  fhore  j 

Frae  my  beft  belov'd  I  rove,  Till  the  Fates,  nae  mair  fevere, 

Never  mair  to  tafte  delight.  Friendfhip,  love,  and  peace,  reftore. 

Never  mair  maun  hope  to  find.  Till  Revenge,  w^i'  laurel'd  head, 

Eafe  frae  toil,  relief  frae  care  ;  Bring  our  banifh'd  Jiame  again  j 

When  remembrance  racks  the  mind,  And  ilka  loyal,  bonnie  lad 

Pleafures  but  unveil  defpair.  Crofs  the  feas,  and  win  his  ain. 
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[   7  ] 


THE  SHEPHERD'S  SON. 


There  was  a  fhepherd's  fon, 
Kept  fheep  upon  a  hill. 

He  laid  his  pipe  and  crook  afide. 
And  there  he  flept  his  fill. 
Singfal  de  ral,  &c. 


He  looked  eaft,  he  looked  weft, 
Then  gave  an  under  look, 

And  there  he  fpied  a  lady  fair 
Swimming  in  a  brook. 
■    Singfal  de  ral,  &c. 


He  rais'd  his  head  frae  his  green  bed, 
.   And  then  approach'd  the  maid; 
Put  on  your  claiths,  my  dear,  he  fays, 
And  be  ye  not  afraid. 
Siftg  fal  de  ral^  &c. 


Tis  fitter  for  a  lady  fair 

To  few  a  filken  feam. 
Than  get  up  in  a  May  morning, 

And  ftrive  againft  the  ftream. 
Sing  fal  de  ral,  ^c. 
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[   8  ] 


COLD  FROSl'r  MORNING. 


When  innocent  pailime  our  pleaflires  did  crown, 
\     Upon  a  green  meadow  or  under  a  tree. 
E'er  Annie  became  a  fine  lady  in  town. 

How  lovely,  and  loving,  and  bonnie  was  flie ! 
Roufe  up  your  reafon,  my  beautiful  Annie, 

Let  no  new  whim  ding  thy  fancy  ajee, 
O  !  as  thou  art  bonnie,  be  faithfu'  and  canny. 

And  favour  thy  Jamie  wha  dotes  upon  thee. 


Ah  !  fliould  a  new  mantua,  or  Flanders-lace  head. 

Or  yet  a  wee  coatie,  though  never  fo  fine. 
Gar  thee  grow  forgetful,  or  let  his  heart  bleed. 

That  anes  had  fome  hope  of  purchafing  thine. 
Roufe  up  thy  reafon,  my  beautiflil  Annie, 

And  dinna  prefer  ye'r  fleegaries  to  me  j 
O  !  as  thou  art  bonnie,  be  folid  and  canny. 

And  tent  a  true  lover  that  doats  upon  thee. 


Does  the  death  of  a  lintwhite  give  Annie  the  ipleen  ? 

Can  tyning  of  trifles  be  uneafy  to  thee  ? 
Can  lap-dogs  or  monkies  draw  tears  from  thofe  een 

That  look  with  indifF'rence  on  poor  dying  me  ? 
Roufe  up  thy  reafon,  my  beautiful  Annie, 

And  dinna  prefer  a  paroquet  to  me 
O  !  as  thou  art  bonny,  be  prudent  and  canny. 

And  think  upon  Jamie  wha  doats  upbn  thee. 


Shall  a  Paris  edition  of  new-fangled  Sany, 

Tho'  gilt  o'er  wi'  laces  and  fringes  he  be. 
By  adoring  himfelf  be  admir'd  by  fair  Annie, 

And  aim  at  thofe  bennifons  promis'd  to  me  ? 
Roufe  up  thy  reafon,  my  beautiful  Annie, 

And  never  prefer  a  light  dancer  to  me  ; 
O  !  as  thou  art  bonnie,  be  conftant  and  canny. 

Love  only  thy  Jamie  wha  doats  upon  thee. 


O  think,  my  dear  charmer  !  on  ilka  fweet  hour 

That  flade  away  faftly  between  thee  and  me. 
E'er  fquirrels,  or  beaus,  or  fopp'ry,  had  pow'r 

To  rival  my  love,  or  impofe  upon  thee. 
Roufe  up  thy  reafon,  my  beautiful  Annie, 

And  let  thy  defires  be  a'  center'd  in  me ; 
O  !  as  thou  art  bonnie,  be  faithfu'  and  canny. 

And  love  him  vvha's  langing  to  center  in  thee. 


I 


[    9  ] 


0  FOk  ANE  AND  rWENrr,  TAM. 


An  O  for  ane  and  twenty,  Tarn  ! 

An  hey  fweet  ane  and  twenty,  Tarn ! 
I'll  learn  my  kin  a  rattlin'  fang, 

An  I  faw  ane  and  twenty,  Tarn. 

They  fnool  me  fair,  and  hand  me  down, 

An  gar.  me  look  like  bluntie,  Tam  j 
But  three  jQiort  years  will  foon  wheel  roun', 

An  then  comes  ane  and  twenty,  Tam. 

,  They'll  hae  me  wed  a  wealthy  coof, 

« 

Tho'  I  myfel  hae  plenty,  Tam ; 
But,  hear'ft  thou,  laddie,  there's  my  loof 
I'm  thine  at  ane  and  twenty,  Tam. 
An  0  for,  &c.  - 


Cho.  An  O  for  ane  and  twenty,  Tam  I 

An  hey  fweet  ane  and  twenty,  Tam  I 
Til  learn  my  kin  a  ratlin  fang. 
An  I  faw  ane  and  twenty,  Tam. 


A  gleib  o'  Ian',  a  claut  o'  gear. 

Was  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tam ; 
At  kith  or  kin  I  need  na  fpeir. 
An  I  faw  ane  and  twenty,  Tam. 
An  0  for,  &c. 
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yOHNIE  ARMSTRANG. 


Sum  fpiek  o'  lords,  fiim  fpiek  o*  lairds, 

And  fic  like  men  of  hie  degree ; 
Of  a  gentleman  I  fing  a  fang, 

Sumtyme  call'd  laird  of  Gilnockie. 
The  King  he  writes  a  kind  letter, 

Wi'  his  ain  hand  fae  tenderlie, 
And  he  has  fent  it  to  Johnie  Armftrang, 

To  cum  and  fpiek  wi'  him  fpeedilie. 


May  I  find  grace,  my  fovereign  Liege, 

Grace  for  my  loyal  men  and  me, 
Fof  my  name  is  Johnie  Armftrang, 

And  fubjeft  of  zour's,  my  Liege,  faid  he. 
Awa',  awa',  thou  traytor  ftrang. 

Out  of  my  ficht  thou  may'ft  fune  be, 
I  grantit  ne'ir  a  traytor's  lyfe. 

And  now  I'll  not  begin  wi'  thee. 


The  Elhots  and  Armftrangs  did  convene ; 

They  were  a  gallant  companie  : 
We'll  ryde  and  meit  our  lawful  King, 

And  bring  him  fafe  to  Gilnockie. 
Make  kinnen  and  capon  ready  then. 

And  venifon  in  great  plentie; 
W e'll  welcum  hame  our  royal  King, 

I  hope  he'll  dine  at  Gilnockie. 


Grant  me  my  lyfe,  my  Liege,  my  King, 

And  a  bonnie  gift  I'll  gi'  to  thee. 
Full  four  and  twenty  milk-whyt  fteids. 

Were  a'  foal'd  in  a  zeir  to  me  : 
I'll  gi'e  thee  all  thefe  milk-whyt  fteids. 

That  prance  and  nicher  at  a  fpeir, 
With  as  meikle  gude  Inglis  gilt. 

As  four  of  their  braid  backs  dow  beir. 


They  ran  their  horfe  on  the  Langum  Hawn, 

/.nd  brak  their  fpeirs  wi'  meikle  main  i 
The  ladys  lukit  frae  their  loft  windows, 

God  bring  our  men  weel  back  again. 
Quhen  Johnie  came  before  the  King, 

Wi'  a'  his  m.en  fae  brave  to  fee, 
The  Kins:  he  mov't  his  bonnet  to  him, 

Pie  wein'd  he  v/as  King  as  well  as  he. 


Farweil  my  bonnie  Gilnock-hall, 

Quliair  on  Efk  fide  thou  ftandeft  ftout : 
Gif  I  had  liev'd  but  feven  zeirs  mair, 

I  wou'd  haif  gilt  thee  round  about  y 
John  murd'red  was  at  Carlingrigg, 

And  all  his  gallant  companie ; 
But  Scotland's  heart  was  ne'er  fo  wae, 

To  fee  fae  monv  brave  men  die.' 


E  ] 


/  DO  CONFESS  THOU  ART  SAE  FAIR, 


I  DO  confefs  thou  art  fae  fair, 

I  wa'd  been  o'er  the  lugs  in  luve ; 
Had  I  na  found  the  flighteft  pray'r 

That  lips  could  fpeak  thy  heart  could  muve. 
I  do  confefs  thee  fweet,  but  find, 

Thou  art  fae  thriftlefs  o'  thy  fweets. 
Thy  favours  are  the  filly  wind, 

That  kiffes  ilka  thing  it  meets. 


See  yonder  rofe-bud,  rich  in  dew, . 

Amang  its  native  briers  fae  coy ; 
How  fune  it  tynes  its  fcent  and  hue. 

When  pu'd  and  worn  a  common  toy ! 
Sic  fate,  ere  lang,  fhall  thee  betide  j 

Tho'  thou  may  gaily  bloom  a  while. 
Yet  fune  thou  fhalt  be  thrown  afide, 

Like  ony  common  weed  and  vile. 
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wes'Tlin  winds. 


Now  wefllln  winds  and  flaught  rin'  guns, 

Brings  Autumn's  pleafant  weather ; 
The  gorcock  fprings,  on  whirring  wings 

Amang  the  blooming  heather. 
Now  waving  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain, 

Deligh,ts  the  weary  fanner. 
The  moon  flilnes  bright  as  I  rove  by  night, 

To  mufe  upon  my  charmer. 


Thus  ev'ry  kind  their  pleafure  find. 

The  favage  and  the  tender  j 
Some  focial  join  and  leagues  combine, 

Some  folitary  wander } 
Avaunt,  away !  the  cruel  fway, 

Tyrannic  man's  dominion ; 
The  fportfman's  joy,  the  murd'ring  cry, 

The  fluttering  gory  pinion. 


The  pairtrick  -lo'es  the  fruitfu'  fells, 

The  plover  lo'es  the  mountains  j 
The  woodcock  haunts  the  lanely  dells, 

The  foaring  hern  the  fountains ; 
Thro'  lofty  groves  the  cufhat  roves. 

The  path  o'  man  to  fhun  it 
The  hazel  bufli  o'erhangs  the  thrufh, 

The  fpreading  thorn  the  linnet. 


But,  Peggy  dear,  the  evening's  clear. 

Thick  flies  the  flcimming  fwallow ; 
The  flcy  is  blue,  the  fields  in  view 

All  fading  green  and  yellow. 
Come  let  us  fliray  our  gladfome  way. 

And  view  the  charms  o'  nature. 
The  ruftling  corn,  the  fruited  thorn. 

And  ilka  happy  creature. 


We'll  gently  walk  and  fweetly  talk, 

While  the  filent  moon  fliines  clearly ; 
I'll  clafp  thy  waift,  and,  fondly  preft. 

Swear  how  I  lo'e  thee  dearly  3 
Not  vernal  fhowers  to  budding  flowers, 

Not  autumn  to  the  farmer, 
So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me. 

My  fair,  my  lovely  charmer. 


t  13  ] 


GREEN  SLEEVES. 


Ye  watchful  guardians  of  the  fair, 
Who  fkiff  on  wings  of  ambient  air, 
Of  my  dear  DeUa  take  a  care, 

And  reprefent  her  luver, 
With  all  the  gaiety  6f  youth. 
With  honour,  juftice,  luve,  and  truth ; 
Till  I  return  her  paffions  footh. 

For  me  in  whifpers  move  her. 

Be  careful  no  bafe  fordid  knave. 
With  foul  funk  in  a  golden  grave, 
Who  knows  no  virtue  but  to  fave, 

With  glaring  gold  bewitch  her : 
Tell  her,  for  me  fhe  was  defign'd, 
For  me,  who  know  how  to  be  kind, 
And  have  mair  plenty  in  my  mind 

Than  ane  who's  ten  times  richer. 


Let  all  the  world  turn  upfide  down, 
And  fools  run  an  eternal  round. 
In  queft  of  what  can  ne'er  be  found, 

To  pleafe  their  vain  ambition  ^ 
Let  little  minds  great  charms  efpy, 
In  fhadows  which  at  diftance  lie, 
Whofe  hop'd-for  pleafure,  when  come  nigh, 

Proves  nothing  in  fruition. 

But,  caft  into  a  mould  divine. 
Fair  Delia  does  with  luftre  Ihine 
Her  virtuous  foul's  an  ample  mine,  . 

Which  yields  a  conftant  treafure. 
Let  poets  in  fublimeft  lays 
Employ  their  Ikill  her  fame  to  raife  j 
Let  fons  of  mufic  pafs  whole  days. 

With  well-tun'd  reeds  to  pleafe  her. 
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"THE  POSIE. 


O  LUVE  will  venture  in,  where  it  dares  na  weel  be  feen, 
O  luve  will  venture  in,  where  wifdom  ance  has  been; 
But  I  will  down  yon  river  rove  among  the  wood  fae  green. 
And  a'  to  pu'  a  pofie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  primrofe  I  will  pu',  the  firftling  o'  the  year : 
And  I  will  pu'  the  pink,  the  emblem  o'  my  dear, 
For  fhe 's  the  pink  o' womankind  and  blogmswithout  apeer, 
And  a'  to  be  a  pofie  to  my  ain  dear  May* 

I'll  pu'  the  budding  rofe,  when  Phoebus  peeps  in  view. 
For  its  like  a  baumy  kifs  o'  her  fweet  bonnie  mou'  j 
The  hyacinth's  for  conftancy,  wi'  its  unchanging  blue, 
And  a'  to  be  a  pofie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


The  lily  It  Is  pure,  and  the  lily  It  Is  fair. 
And  in  her  lovely  bofom  I'll  place  the  lily  there  j 
The  dalfy's  for  fimpliclty  and  unaffefted  air. 
And  a'  to  be  a  pofie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu',  when  the  e'ening  ftar  is  near. 
And  the  di'mond  draps  o'  dew  fhall  be  her  een  fae  clear; 
The  violet's  for  modefty,  which  weel  ftie  fa's  to  wear ; 
And  a'  to  be  a  pofje  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

I'll  tie  the  pofie  round  wi'  the  filken  band  o'  luve. 
And  I'll  place  it  in  her  breaft,  and  I'll  fwear  by  a'  abuve. 
That  to  my  lateft  breath  o'  life  the  band  fhall  ne'er  remuve : 
And  this  will  be  a  pofie  to  my  ain  dear  May, 


[    15  ] 


I  CAM  DOWN  Br  TON  CASTLE  WA  : 


As  I  cam  down  by  yon  caftle  wa', 

And  in  by  yon  garden  green, 
O,  there  I  fpied  a  bonnie  lafs, 

But  the  flow'r  borders  were  us  between. 

A  bonnie,  bonnie  laffie  fhe  was, 

As  ever  mine  eyes  did  fee ! 
O  fiv€  hundi'ed  pounds  would  I  give, 

ror  to  I; .  .  .i  p.  v.ity  bride  like  thee. 


To  have  a  pretty  bride  like  me, 
Young  man  ye  are  fairly  mifta'en  j 

Tho'  ye  were  king  o'  fair  Scotland, 
I  then  wad  defpife  being  your  queen. 

Talk  not  fo  high  my  bonnie,  bonnie  lafs, 

O,  talk  not  fo  very,  very  high  ^ 
The  man  at  the  fair  that  wad  fell, 

Maun  learn  at  the  man  that  wad  buy., 
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[    i6  ] 


DONOCHT  HEAD. 


Keen  blaws  the  wind  o'er  Donocht  Head, 
The  fnaw  drives  fnelly  thro'  the  dale. 
The  gaberlunzie  tirls  my  fneck, 

And  fhivering  tells  his  waefu'  tale. 
Cauld  is  the  night,  O,  let  me  in. 

And  dinna  let  your  minftrel  fa' 
And  dinna  let  his  windin-fheet, 

Be  naething  but  a  wreath  o'  fnaw. 


Full  ninety  winters  hae  I  feen. 

And  pip'd  where  gorcocks  whirring  flew, 
And  mony  a  day  yeVe  danc'd,  I  ween. 

To  lilts  which  frae  my  drone  I  blew. 
My  Eppie  wak'd,  and  foon  fhe  cry'd. 

Get  up,  guidman,  and  let  him  in ; 
For  weel  ye  ken  the  winter  night 

Was  ftiort  when  he  began  his  din. 


My  Eppie's  voice,  O  wow  its  fweet ! 

E'en  tho'  fhe  bans  and  fcaulds  a  wee  j 
But  when  its  tun'd  to  forrow's  tale, 

O  haith  its  doubly  dear  to  me. 
Come  in,  auld  carl !  I'll  fleer  my  fire, 

I'll  mak  it  bleeze  a  bonnie  flame ; 
Your  blude  is  thin,  ye've  tint  the  gate, 

Ye  fhould  na  flray  fae  far  frae  hame. 


[    17  ] 


THE  EWr  Wr  THE  CROOKED  HORN. 


O  WERE  I  able  to  rehearfe, 
My  ewy's  praife  in  proper  verfe, 
I'd  Ibund  it  out  as  loud  and  fierce 

As  ever  piper's  drone  could  blaw  5 
My  evvy  wi'  the  crooked  horn, 
A'  that  ken'd  her  could  hae  fworn 
Sic  a  ew  was  never  born, 

Hereabouts  nor  far  av^'^a'. 

She  neither  needed  tar  nor  keel, 
To  mark  her  upo'  hip  or  heel,  ■ 
Her  crookecl  horny  did  as  weel, 
To  ken  her  by  among  them  a'. 
My  6'U7,  ^c. 

A  better  or  a  thriftier  beaft 
Nae  honeft  man  need  e'er  hae  wifli'd. 
For  filly  thing  Ihe  never  mifs'd 
To  hae  ilk  year  a  iamb  or  twa. 
My  eivy-,  &l\ 

The  firft  flie  had  I  ga'e  to  Jock, 
To  be  to  him  a  kind  of  ftock  ; 
And  now  the  laddie  has  a  flock, 
Of  mair  than  thirty  head  and  twa. 
My  ewy,  &c. 

The  nieft  I  ga'e  to  Jean ;  and  now. 
The  bairn's  fae  bra',  her  fauld  fae  fu'j 
The  lads  fae  thick  come  her  to  v;^oo, 
They're  fain  to  fleep  on  hay  or  flraw. 
My  civy^  &€. 

Cauld  or  himger  never  dang  her, 
Wind  or  rain  could  never  wrang  herj 
Anes  fhe  lay  an  owk  and  langer 
Forth  aneath  a  wreath  o'  fnaw. 
My  eivy,  & c. 

When  ither  ewies  lap  the  dyke, 
And  ate  the  kail  for  a'  my  tyke. 
My  ewy  never  play'd  the  like, 
But  tees'd  about  the  barn  wa'. 
My  civyy  &c. 

I  looked  ay  at  even  for  her, 
Left  mifnanter  ihould  come  o'er  her, 
Or  the  fumart  might  devour  her, 
Gin  the  bcaftie  bade  awa'. 
My  ewy,  & c. 


Yet  lafl  owk  for  a'  my  keeping, 
Wha  can  tell  it  without  greeting, 
A  villain  came  when  I  was  fleeping, 
Staw  my  ewy,  horn  and  a'. 
My  ewy,  &c. 

I  fought  her  fair  upo'  the  -morn. 
And  down  aneath  a  bufh  o'  thorn 
There  I  fand  her  crooked  horn  > 
But  my  ewy  was  awa. 
My  ewy,  &c. 

But  gin  I  find  the  loon  that  did  it, 
I  hae  fworn  as  well  as  faid  it, 
Altho'  the  laird  himfelf  forbid  it, 
I  fhall  gi'e  his  neck  a  thraw. 
My  ewy,  &c. 

I  never  met  wi'  fic  a  turn ; 
At  e'en  I  had  baith  ew  and  horn 
Safe  fteikit  up;  but  'gain  the  morn, 
Baith  ew  and  horn  was  flown  awa. 
My  ewy,  &c. 

A'  the  claife  that  we  hae  worn, 
Frae  her  and  her's  fae  aft  was  fhora  j 
The  lofs  o'  her  he  could  hae  borne. 
Had  fair  ftrae  death  ta'en  her  awa. 
My  ewy,  &c. 

O  had  flie  died  0'  croup  or  cauld, 
As  ewies  die  when  they  grow  auld. 
It  had  na  been  by  mony  fauld 
Sae  fair  a  heart  to  ane  o'  us  a'. 
My  ewy,  &c. 

But  thus,  poor  thing,  to  lofe  her  life. 
Beneath  a  bloody  villain's  knife ; 
In  troth  I  fear  that  our  goodwife 
Will  never  get  aboon't  ava'. 
My  ewy,  &c. 

O  all  ye  bards  ayond  Kinghorn, 
Call  up  your  mufes,  let  them  mourn. 
Our  ewy  wi'  the  crooked  horn, 
Frae  us  flown,  and  fell'd  and  a'. 
My  ewy,  &c. 
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[    i8  ] 


FAIR  ELIZA. 


Thee,  dear  maid,  ha'e  I  offended, 

The  offence  is  luving  thee  : 
Can  thou  wreck  his  peace  for  ever, 

Wha  for  thine  wad  gladly  die  ! 
While  the  life  beats  in  my  bofom, 

Thou  fhalt  mix  in  ilka  throe  j 
Turn  again,  thou  lovely  maiden, 
Ae  fweet  fmile  on  me  beftow. 

Not  the  bee  upon  the  bloffom, 

In  the  pride  o'  fmny  noon  j 
Not  the  little  fporting  fairy, 

All  beneath  the  fimmer  moon ; 
Not  the  poet,  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightens  in  his  ee, 
Kens  the  pleafure,  feels  the  rapture, 

That  thy  prefence  gi'es  to  me. 


Turn  again,  thou  fair  EUza, 

Ae  kind  blink  before  we  part, 
Rew  on  thy  defpairing  luver ! 

Canft  thou  break  his  faithfu'  heart. 
Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza, 

If  .to  luve  thy  heart  denies  j 
For  pity  hide  the  cruel  fentence. 

Under  friendfhip's  kind  dilguife. 


[    ^9  1 


THE  WIDOW, 


iHE  widow  can  bake,  the  widow  can  brew. 
The  widow  can  (hape,  and  the  widow  can  few. 
And  mony  braw  things  the  widow  can  do ; 
Then  hey  for  the  widow,  my  laddie. 

What  could  you  wifh  better  your  pleafurc  to  crown, 
Than  a  widow,  the  bonnieft  toaft  in  the  town, 
*  Wi'  naething  but  draw  in  you  ftool  and  fit  down. 
And  Iport  wi'  the  widow,  my  laddie  ? 


Then  till  'er,  and  kill  *er  wi'  courtefie  dead, 
Tho'  ftark  love  and  kindnels  be  a'  ye  can  plead } 
Be  heartfome  and  airy,  and  hope  to  fuccced 
Wi'  a  bonny  gay  widow,  my  laddie. 

Strike  iron  while  'tis  hot,  if  ye'd  have  it  to  wald. 
For  Fortune  ay  favours  the  adtive  and  bauld. 
But  ruins  the  wooer  that's  thowlefs  and  cauld. 
Unfit  for  the  widow,  my  laddie. 
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[     20  ] 


TON  PVILD  MOSSr  MOUNTAINS. 


Yon  wild  mofly  mountains  fae  lofty  and  wide. 
That  nurfe  in  their  bofoms  the  youth  o'  the  Clyde; 
Where  the  grous  lead  their  coveys  thro' the  heather  to  feed. 
And  the  fhepherd  tents  his  flock  as  he  pipes  on  his  reed; 
Whe re  the  gro  us  lead  the i r  coveys  thro '  the  heather  to  fe ed, 
And  the  fhepherd  tents  his  flock  as  he  pipes  on  his  reed. 

Not  Cowrie's  rich  valley,  nor  Forth^s  funny  flioreSj 
To  me  ha'e  the  charms  o'  yon  wild  mofly  moors ; 
For  there,  by  a  lancly  and  foft-flowing  ftream, 
Befides  a  f,veet  laflie,  my  thought  and  my  dream. 
For  there,  i^c. 


Amang  thae  wild  mountains  fliall  ftill  be  my  path. 
Ilk  fl:ream  foaming  down  its  ain  green  narrow  ftrath  j 
For  there,  wi'  my  laflie,  the  day-lang  I  rove. 
While  fiU'd  with  each  blifs  glide  the  moments  o'  love. 

For  there,  i£c. 

She  is  not  the  falrefl:,  altho'  fhe  is  fair  j 
O'  nice  education  but  fma'  is  her  fhare  : 
Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  can  be  j 
But  I  lo'e  the  dear  laflie  becaufe  flae  lo'es  me,  . 
Her  -parent age i  Cffc, 


To  beauty  what  man  but  maun  yield  her  the  prize. 
In  her  armour  of  glances,  and  bluflies,  and  fighs ; 
And  when  Wit  and  Refinement  ha'e  polifh'd  her  darts' 
They  dazzle  our  een,  as  they  flie  to  our  hearts. 
And  when  wit,  i^c. 


[     21  ] 


MT  GODDESS  WOMAN. 


Mighty  Nature's  handywarks. 

The  common  or  uncommon, 
There's  nocht  thro'  a'  her  limits  wide 

Can  be  compar'd  to  woman. 
The  farmer  toils,  the  merchant  trokes, 

Frae  dawin  to  the  gloamin 
The  farmer's  pains,  the  merchant's  cares, 

Are  baith  to  pleafe  a  woman. 


The  failor  fpreads  the  daring  fail, 

Thro'  angry  feas  a  foaming ; 
The  jewels,  gems  o'  foreign  fhores. 

He  gi'es  to  pleafe  a  woman. 
The  fodger  fights  o'er  crimfon  fields, 

In  diftant  climates  roaming ; 
Yet  lays,  wi'  pride,  his  laurels  down, 

Before  all-conquering  woman. 


A  monarch  leaves  his  lofty  throne, 

Wi'  other  men  in  common  ; 
He  flings  afide  his  crown,  and  kneels 

A  fubjeft  to  a  woman. 
Tho'  I  had  a'  e'er  man  pofiefs'd, 

Barbarian,  Greek,  or  Roman  ; 
It  wad  nae  a'  be  worth  a  flrae, 

Without  my  goddefs  woman. 
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[     22  ] 


SHE'S    FAIR   AND   PAUSE,  &c. 


She's  fair  and  faufe  that  caufes  my  fmart,  Whae*er  ye  be  th^t  woman  love, 

I  lo'ed  her  meikle  and  lang ;  To  this  be  never  bhnd. 

She's  broken  her  vow,  flie's  broken  my  heart,  Nae  ferHe  'tis  tho'  fickle  fhe  prove  j 

And  I  may  e'en  gae  hang.  A  woman  has't  by  kind : 

A  coof  cam  in  wi'  routh  o'  gear,  O  woman,  lovely  woman  fair ! 

And  I  ha'e  tint  my  deareil  dear  i  An  angel's  form's  fa'n  to  thy  fliare  i 

But  women  is  but  warld's  gear,  'Twad  been  o'er  meikle  to  gi'en  thee  mair, 

Sae  let  the  bonny  lafs  gang.  I  mean,  an  angel's  mind. 


[  .^3  ] 


O'ER  THE  MOOR  AMANG  TBE  HEATHER, 


COMIN  thro'  the  craigs  o'  Kyle, 

Amang  the  bonnie  blooming  heather, 
There  I  met  a  bonnie  lafTie, 

Keeping  a'  her  yowes  the  gether. 
Cho.    O'er  the  moor  amang  the  heather ^ 
O'er  the  tnoor  amang  the  heather. 
There  I  met  a  bonnie  lajjie^ 

Keeping  d  her  yowes  the  gether. 


We  laid  us  down  upon  a  bank, 

Sae  warm  and  funny  was  the  weather  j 
She  left  her  flocks  at  large  to  rove 
Amang.  the  bonnie  blooming  heather. 
O'er  the  mpor^  &c. 
She  left  her  jhcks  at  large  to  rove 
Amang  the  bonny  blooming  heather. 


Says  I,  my  dear,  where  is  thy  hame. 

In  moor,  or  dale  ?  pray  tell  me  whether. 
She  fays,  I  tent  thae  fleecy  flocks. 

That  feed  amang  the  blooming  heather. 
O'er  the  moor,  &c. 
She  fays,  I  tent  thae  fleecy  flocks^ 

That  feed  amang  the  blooming  heather. 


While  thus  we  lay  flie  fang  a  fang. 

Till  Echo  rang  a  mile  and  farther  i 
And  ay  the  burden  o'  the  fang 

Was,  o'er  the  moor  amang  the  heather. 
O'er  the  moor,  &c. 
And  ay  the  burden  o'  the  fang 

Was,  o'er  the  moor  amang  the  heather. 


She  charm'd  my  heart,  and  ay  linfync 

I  could  na  think  on  ony  ither ; 
By  fea  and  fky  fhe  fliall  be  mine ! 
The  bonnie  lafs  amang  the  heather. 
O'er  the  moor,  &c. 
By  fea  and  fky,  fie  fall  be  mine! 
The  bonnie  lafs  amang  the  heather. 
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[    24  ] 


THE  TEARS  I  SHED. 


The  tears  I  flied  muft  ever  fall, 

I  mourn  not  for  an  abfent  fwain. 
For  thought  my  paft  delights  recal, 

And  parted  lovers  meet  again. 
I  weep  not  for  the  filent  dead, 

Their  toils  are  paft,  their  forrows  o'er, 
And  thofe  they  lov'd  their  fteps  fhall  tread, 

And  death  fhall  join  to  part  no  more. 


But  bitter,  bitter  are  the  tears 

Of  her  who  flighted  love  bewails  j 
No  hope  her  dreary  profpe61:  chears. 

No  pleafmg  melancholy  hails. 
Her's  are  the  pangs  of  wounded  pride. 

Of  blafted  hope,  of  wither'd  joy : 
The  prop  (he  lean'd  on  pierc'd  her  fide. 

The  flame  fhe  fed  burns  to  deftroy. 


Tho'  houndlefs  oceans  roll  between, 

If  certain  that  his  heart  is  near, 
A  confcious  tranfport  glads  each  fcene, 

Soft  is  the  figh,  and  fweet  the  tear. 
E'en  when  by  death's  cold  hand  remov'd. 

We  mourn  the  tenant  of  the  tomb 
To  think  that  even  in  death  he  lov'd,  . 

Can  gild  the  horrors  of  the  gloom. 


Even  confcious  virtue  cannot  cure 

The  pangs  to  every  feeling  due : 
Ungen'rous  youth  1  thy  boafl  how  poor, 

To  fteal  a  heart,  and  break  it  too ! 
In  vain  does  memory  renew 

The  hours  once  ting'd  in  tranfport's  dye; 
The  fad  reverfe  foon  flarts  to  view, 

And  turns  the  thought  to  agony. 


No  cold  approach,  no  alter'd  mien, 

Juft  what  would  make  fufpicion  flart ; 
No  paufe  the  dire  extremes  between, 

He  made  me  blefl,  and  broke  my  heart ! 
From  hope,  the  wretched's  anchor,  torn, 

Neglefted,  and  neglefting  all, . 
Friendlefs,  forfaken,  and  forlorn, 

The  tears  I  fhed  muft  ever  fall. 


[    25  ] 


T'HE  WEE  WEE  MAN. 


As  I  was  awalking  all,  alone, 

Between  a  water  and  a  wa' } 
And  there  I  fpy'd  a  wee  wee  man, 

And  he  was  the  leaft  that  e'er  I  faw. 
His  legs  were  fcarce  a  fhathmont's  length, 

And  thick  and  thimber  were  his  thighs, 
Between  his  brows  there  was  a  fpan. 

And  between  his  fhoulders  there  were  three. 

He  took  up  a  meikle  ftane. 

And  he  flang*t  as  far  as  I  could  fee, 

Though  I  had  been  a  W allace  wight 
I  coudna  liften't  to  my  knee  j 

O  wee  wee  man,  but  thou  be  ftrong, 
O  tell  me  where  thy  dwelling  be  ? 

My  dwelling's  down  at  yon  bonnie  bower, 
-  O  will  you  go  with  me  and  fee  ? 


On  we  lap  and  awa  we  rade. 

Till  we  came  to  yon  bonnie  green  5 
We  lighted  down  for  to  bait  our  horfe^ 

And  out  there  came  a  lady  fine. 
Four  and  twenty  at  her  back; 

And  thev  were  a'  clad  out  in  green : 
Tho'  the  King  of  Scotland  had  been  there. 

The  warft  o'  them  might  ha'  been  his  queen 


On  we  lap  and  awa  we  rade. 

Till  we  came  to  yon  bonnie  ha', 
Where  the  roof  was  o*  the  beaten  goud, 

And  the  floor  was  o'  the  cryftal  a'. 
When  we  came  to  the  ftair  foot. 

Ladies  were  dancing  jimp  and  fma'  j 
But  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

My  wee  wee  man  was  clean  awa'. 
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[     26  ] 


NirHSDALUS  rVELCOME  HAME. 


The  noble  Maxwels  and  their  powVs 

Are  coming  o'er  the  border  j 
They'll  gae  to  big  Terreagles'  tow'rs, 

And  fet  them  a'  in  order. 
And  they  declare  Terreagles  fair, 
For  their  abode  they  chufe  itj 
There's  no  a  heart  in  a'  the  land, 
But's  lighter  at  the  news  o't, 

And  they  declare  'terreagles  fair^ 
For  their  abode  they  chufe  it ; 
'J'here's  no  a  heart  in  a  the  land, 
Bufs  lighter  at  the  news  o't. 


Tho*  ftars  in  fkies  may  difappear. 

And  angry  tempefts  gather  j 
The  happy  hour  may  foon  be  near, 

That  brings  us  pleafant  weather  i 
The  weary  night  o'  care  and  grief 

May  ha'e  a  joyfu'  morrow; 
So  dawning  day  has  brought  relief, 

Fareweel  our  night  o'  forrow. 
'The  weary  f  &c. 


[     27  ] 


BID  ME  NOT  FORGET. 


THE  WORDS  BY  P.  P.  ESCJ. 


Bid  me  not  forget  thy  fmile. 
Nor  the  radiance  of  thine  eye 

Thinkj  alas  !  how  hard  the  toil ! 
Mem'ry,  then,  my  love  muft  die. 


Thee  I  view  in  ev'ry  bloom  j 
Hear  in  groves  thy  voice  divine  j 

Thus  each  fcene,  where'er  I  roam. 
Paints  the  cliarms  that  once  were  mine. 
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[      28  ] 


LADT  RANDOLPH'S  COMPLAINT. 


hero  !  my  hero !  my  beauteous^  my  brave, 
How  proud  was  my  foul  of  thy  vhtues  and  thee  j 
Doom'd  here  prematurely  to  find  a  cold  grave. 

Nor  couldft  thou  elude  what  thou  couldft  not  forefee. 
Of  gen'rous  endeavours,  was  this  thy  reward, 

The  lord  of  this  manfion  from  foes  to  defend  ? 
Henceforth  hofpitality  who  fhall  regard  j 

Whatman  on  the  friend/hip  of  man  fliall  depend. 

With  tranfport  this  day  my  fond  heart  overflow'd. 
When  keenly  indulging  the  pleafing  prefage. 

How  warm  with  maternal  affedtion  it  glow'd, 

Midft  an  offspring  of  thine  whilft  I  hop'd  for  old  age  ! 

Whofe  prattle  endearing,  and  innocent  playj 

To  me  might  the  lofs  of  thy  childhood  atone ; 

Thofe  aftions  the  fame  of  your  houfe  might  dilplay,. 

t 

Adorn'd  with  a  hufband's  dear  name,  and  thy  own. 


Thy  gallant  deportment,  thy  exquifite  bloom, 

'   Which  mercilefs  foes  might  with  rapture  admire  ; 

With  them  my  dear  hopes  are  all  quench'd  in  the  tomb. 

With  thee  they  were  born,  and  with  thee  they  expire. 
In  conjugal  union  how  fhort  my  delight ! 

In  a  mother's  high  rank  how  much  fliorter  my  boafl ! 
With  planets  malignant,  no  more  let  me  fight. 

No  longer  in  life's  cruel  tempeft  be  toft  ! 

Forgive,  gracious  powers,  in  compaffion  my  ftate, 

Whilft,  by  forrow  compell'd,  with  r^lu6tance  I  leize 
The  only  fweet  mom^enc  referv'd  me  by  fate. 

The  moment  which  renders  me  juft  what  I  pleafe  ; 
My  Douglas,  my  darling,  my  glory,  my  pride  ! 

How  happy  was  I  but  to  name  thee  my  fon  ! 
For  thee  would  to  heav'n  a  fond  mother  had  died. 

Since  living  without  thee,  is  living  undone. 


My 


[   ^9  3 

THE  SHEPHERD'S  WIFE. 


The  fliepherd's  wife  cries  o'er  the  lee, 
Will  ye  come  hame,  will  ye  come  hame  ? 

The  fliepherd's  wife  cries  o'er  the  lee, 
Vv  ill  ye  come  hame  again  e'en  jo  ? 

Oh  !  what  will  ye  gi'e  me  to  my  fupper, 
Gin  I  come  hame,  gin  I  come  hame  ? 
Oh !  what  will  ye  gi'e  me  to  m.y  fupper, 
.  Gin  I  come  hame  again  e'en  jo  ? 

Ye's  get  a  panfu'  o'  plumpin  parrige, 

And  butter  in  them,  and  butter  in  them : 

Ye's  get  a  panfu'  o'  plumpin  parrige, 
Gin  ye  w^ill  come  hame  again  e'en  jo. 

Na,  na,  na,  na  ;  that's  nae  for  me, 

I  winna  come  hame,  I  canna  come  hame  j 
Na,  na,  na,  naj  that's  nae  for  me, 

I  winna  come  hame  again,  e'en  jo. 


Ye's  get  a  hen  well  boil'd  i'  the  pat, 

An  ye'll  come  hame,  an  ye'll  come  hame  j 

Ye's  get  a  hen  well  boil'd  i'  the  pat. 
An  ye'll  come  hame  again  e'en  jo. 

Na,  na,  na,  na ;  that's  nae  for  me, 
I  winna  come  hame,  I  canna  come  hame  j 

Na,  na,  na,  na  j  that's  nae  for  me, 
I  winna  come  hame  again  e'en  jo. 

A  weel  made  bed,  and  a  pair  of  clean  fheets. 
An  ye'll  come  hame,  an  ye'll  come  hame ; 

A  weel  made  bed,  and  a  pair  of  clean  Iheets, 
An  ye'll  come  hame  again  e'en  jo. 

I,  I,  I,  I ;  O  that's  for  me, 

I  v/ill  come  hame,  I  will  come  hame ; 
I,  I,  I,  I ;  O  that's  foi'  me, 

I'll  hafte  me  hame  again  e'en  jo. 
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[    30  ] 


THE  IFEAkr  FUND  O'  TOM^. 


The  weary  pund,  the  weaiy  pund; 

The  weary  pund  o'  tow ; 
1  think  my  wife  will  end  her  hfc, 

Before  flie  fpin  her  tow. 
I  bought  my  wife  a  ftane  o'  Hilt, 

As  gude  as  e'er  did  grow  ; 
And  a*  that  fhe  has  made  o'  that^ 

Is  ae  poor  pund  of  tow. 
Cho.    'The  weary  pimdj  the  weary  pund, 
The  weary  pund  d  tow, 
I  think  my  wife  will  end  her  life, 
Before  floe  fpin  her  toiv. 


There  fat  a  bottle  in  a  bole, 

Beyont  the  ingle  low 
And  ay  fhe  took  the  tither  fook. 

To  drook  the  ftoorie  tow. 
The  weary,  &c.  &c. 

Quoth  I,  for  fhame  ye  dirty  dame, 
Gae  fpin  your  tap  o'  tow  ! 

She  took  the  rock,  and  wi'  a  knock 
She  brak  it  o'er  my  pow. 
The  weary, 


At  laft  her  feet,  I  fang  to  fee't, 
Gaed  foremoft  o'er  the  knowe  ; 

An  or  I  wad  anither  jad, 
I'll  wallop  in  a  tow. 

The  weary,  &c,  Cs'c. 


[    31  ] 


The  tither  mom , 

When  I,  forlorn, 
Aneath  an  aik  fat  moaning ; 

I  did  na  trow, 

I'd  fee  my  jo, 
Befide'  me  'gain  the  glo'ming. 

But  he  fae  trig, 

Lap  o'er  the  rig, 
And  dav\'tingly  did  chear  me ; 

When  I,  what  reck, 

Did  leaft  expeft, 
To  fee  my  lad  fae  near  me. 


THE  TITHER  MORN. 


His  bonnet  he, 

A  thought  ajee, 
Cock'd  fprufh  when  firft  he  clafp'd  me  j 

And  I,  Iwat, 

Wi'  fainnefs  grat. 
While  in  his  grips  he  prefs'd  me ; 

De'il  tak  the  war, 

I  late  and  air 
Ha'e  wifh'd  fmce  Jock  departed ; 

But  now  as  glad 

I'm  wi'  my  lad. 
As  fhortfyne  broken-hearted. 

Fu'  aft  at  e'eil, 

Wi'  dancing  keen, 
When  a'  were  blyth  and  meriy," 

I  car'd  na  by, 

Sae  fad  was  I, 
In  abfence  o'  my  deary  3 

But  praife  be  bleft ! 

My  mind's  at  reft, 
I'm  happy  wi'  my  Johnny  :  . 

At  kirk  and  fair, 

I'fe  ay  be  there  j 
And  be  as  canty's  ony. 
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[     32  ] 


AE   FOND  KISS. 


Ae  fond  kifs,  and  then  we  fever  j 
Ae  fareweel,  and  then  for  ever ! 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee, 
Warring  fighs  and  groans  111  wage  thee. 
Who  fliall  fay  that  fortune  grieves  him, 
While  a  ray  of  hope  fhe  leaves  him  ? 
Ah  !  nae  chearfu'  twinkle  lights  me ; 
Deep  defpair  around  benights  me. 


I'll  ne'er  blame  my  partial  fancy, 
Naething  could  refift  my  Nancy : 
But  to  fee  her  was  to  love  her; 
Love  but  her  and  love  for  ever. 
Had  we  never  lov'd  fae  kindly, 
Had  we  never  lov'd  fae  blindly, 
Never  met  or  never  parted. 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken  hearted. 


Fare  thee  weel,  thou  firft  and  faireft ! 
Fare  thee  weel,  thou  bell  and  deareft  ! 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  and  treafure, 
Peace,  enjoyment,  love,  and  pleafure ! 
Aefond  kifs,  and  then  we  fever; 
Ae  fareweel,  alas !  for  ever ! 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee, 
Warring  fighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee. 


[    33  1 


JENNT  DRINKS  NAE  WATER. 


THE  WORDS  BY  P.  P.  ESQ. 


Come  to  my  lip  thou  fparkling  glafs, 
And  let  me  drink  to  her  I  love  j 

Good  claret,  and  a  fprightly  lafs, 
Beat  all  the  gods  can  boaft  above. 


Then  let  us  drown  in  wine  the  day, 
And  put  old  frowning  Care  to  flight  i 

At  ev;e  to  Cloe's  bofom  ftray. 

And  fteal  the  gloom  from  fuUen  night. 
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THE  FAIN  PURSUIT. 


Forbear,  gentle  youth,  to  purfue  me  in  vain. 

Thy  anguilh  I  pity  but  cannot  remove  ; 
The  ills  I  inflidl  I  am  doom'd  to  fuftain, 

Nor  flialt  thou  alone  be  the  vidlim  of  love. 
My  Sandy  was  beautiful,  happy  and  wife. 

In  ev'ry  accomplifhment  deftin'd  to  fhine; 
He  had  wit  for  all  taftes,  he  had  charms  for  all  eyes, 

Alas !  the  dear  youth  was  too  charming  for  mine. 


He  faw  me,  he  lov'd  me,  his  paffion  confefs'd. 

The  foft  declaration  ftill  founds  in  my  ear ; 
My  image,  he  faid,  on  his  foul  was  imprefs'd. 

And  faithful  his  flame,  as  his  heart  was  fmcere. 
His  wiflies,  tho'  fond,  I  as  fondly  repaid. 

For  oh  !  a  warm  heart  it  is  eafy  to  gain, 
Which  vows  and  profeflions  already  perfuade  ; 

Our  pleafure  was  mutual,  and  mutual  our  pain 


Still  fortune  relentlefs  our  union  denied. 

In  queft  of  more  treafure  to  India  he  v,-ent ; 
But  there,  haplefs  youth,  to  my  forrow  he  died. 

And  left  me  for  ever  his  fate  to  lament. 
Gay  hopes  and  delightful  prefages  adieu. 

Adieu  ye  foft  whifpers  of  tender  defire.j 
From  thee,  my  dear  fwain,  thefe  emotions  firft  grew* 

In  deep  difappolntment  with  thee  they  expire. 


[    35  ] 


WHAT  CAN  A  7VUNG  LASSIE  DO  WI'  AN  AULD  MAN. 


What  cart  a  young  laffic,  what  fiiall  a  young  iaffie^ 
"What  can  a  young  laffie  do  \vi'  an  auld  man ; 

111  luck  on  the  pennie  that  tempted  my  minnie. 
To  fell  her  poor  Jenny  for  filler  an  Ian'. 
HI  luck,  i^c. 


He  hums  and  he  hankers,  he  frets  and  he  cankers, 
I  never  can  pleafe  him  do  a'  that  I  can  j 

He's  peevifh,  and  jealous  of  a'  the  young  fellows ; 
O  !  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man  ! 
He's  peevt/h,  ^c. 


He's  always  compleenin  frae  mornin  to  e'enin. 
He  horts  and  he  hirples  the  weary  day  lang ; 

He's  doylt  and  he's  dozcHj  his  blude  it  is  frozen  ; 
O  !  dreary's  the  night  wi'  a  fecklefs  auld  man  ! 
He's  doylt,  ^c. 


My  auld  auntie  Katie  upon  me  takes  pity, 
I'll  do  my  endeavour  to  follow  her  plan  j 

I'll  crofs  him  and  wrack  him  until  I  heartbreak  him. 
And  then  his  auld  brafs  will  buy  me  a  new  pan. 
I'll  do,  £ff(r. 
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[    36  j 


JHE  ROSE-BUD. 


All  hail  to  thee,  thou  bawmy  bud, 
Thou  charming  child  o'  fimmer,  hail ! 

Ilk  fragrant  thorn  and  lofty  wood 
Does  nod  thy  welcome  to  the  vale. 


Behold  the  little  roving  bee. 

With  airy  wheel  and  foothing  hum. 
Flies  ceafelefs  round  thy  parent  tree. 

While  gentle  breezes  trembling  come. 


See  on  thy  lovely  faulded  form 

Glad  Phoebus  fmiles  wi'  chearing  eye, 

Wliile  on  thy  head  the  dewy  morn 
Has  filed  flie  tears  o'  filent  joy. 


If  ruthlefs  Liza  pafs  this  way. 

She'll  poo  thee  frae  thy  thorny  ftem  j 

A  while  thou'lt  grace  her  virgin  breaft, 
Eut  foon  thou'lt  fade,  my  bonny  gem. 


The  tunefu'  tribes  frae  yonder  bower, 
Wi'  fangs  o'  joy  thy  prefence  hail ; 

Then  hafce  thou  bawmy  fragrant  flower. 
And  gi'e  thy  bofom  to  the  gale. 


Ah  !  fhort,  too  fliort  thy  rural  reign, 
And  yield  to  fate,  alas  !  thou  muft  ; 

Bright  emblem  of  the  virgin  train. 

Thou  bloomft,  alas !  to  mix  with  duft. 


Sae  bonny  Liza  hence  may  learn, 
Wi'  every  youthfu'  maiden  gay, 

That  beauty,  like  the  fimmer  rofe, 
In  time  fliall  wither  and  decay. 


[   37  ] 


DEAR  SILVIA. 


THE  WORDS  BY  P.  P.  ESQ, 


Dear  Silvia  lay  afide  thofe  airs, 
And  let  me  fliare  thy  kiffes ; 

Why,  after  fo  much  toil  and  pray'rs, 
Refufe  the  tender  blifles  ? 


Then  let  me  prefs  thofe  lips  fo  fweet, 
And,  bee-like,  honey  rifle  I 

To  me  the  gain  were  wond'rous  great, 
The  lofs  to  thee  a  trifle. 
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[    38  J 


THE  SLAVES  LAMENT. 


It  was  in  fweet  Senegal  that  my  foes  did  me  enthral,  AH  on  that  charming  coaft  is  no  bitter  fnow  and  froft. 

For  the  lands  of  Virginia — ginia  O  Like  the  lands  of  Virginia — ginia  O  j 

Torn  from  that  lovely  Ihore,  I  muft  never  fee  it  more,  There  ftreams  for  ever  flow,  and  there  flow'rs  for  ever  blow, 

And  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary  O  !  And  alas !  J  am  weary,  weary  O  !  • 

Torn  from,  (3'c.  There  fir  earns,  i£c. 

^he  burden  I  mufl  bear,  while  the  cruel  fcourge  I  fear. 

In  the  lands  of  Virginia — ginia  O ; 
And  I  think  on  friends  moft  dear,  with  the  bitter  bitter  tear. 

And  alas  !  I  am  weary,  weary  O  ! 
And  I  think,  i^c. 


[    39  ] 


rUE  DEATH  OF  THE  LINNE't. 


O,  ALL  ye  loves  and  groves  lament ! 

And  you  of  hearts  humane  j 
Our  darling  linnet's  breath  is  fpent:^ 

Atid  all  our  tears  are  vain. 
Its  fweetly  varied  voice  no  more 

Shall  ftrike  my  Delia's  ear ; 
It  vifits  now  the  Stygian  fliore, 

Whence  no  returns  rd'e  here. 


•Sweet  bird  !  whofe  quick  inftin61:ive  fenfe 

As  well  my  DeHa  knew ; 
As  fhe  her  mother,  far  from  hence 

You  prematurely  flew : 
No  more  flialt  thou  expelling  ftand. 

From  her  a  boon  to  wait 
No  more  pick  fugar  from  her  hand, 

Dctain'd  by  cruel  fate. 


No  more,  when  danger  threatens  nigh, 

Shalt  thou  afcend  the  wind  > 
To  Delia's  gentle  bofom  fly. 

There  fweet  afylum  find. 
For  ever  fl:opt  thy  bufy  wing,' 

Thy  tongue  in  filence  lies  > 
No  kind  return  of  grateful  Spring 

Again  fliall  bid  thee  rife. 


Torpid  and  cold,  thy  beauteous  frame 
Our  sight  no  more  fliall  charm  ; 

Thy  lofs  the  deepefl:  woe  fliall  claim. 
The  brightefl:  eyes  difarm.  -  " 

Long  fliall  my  Delia  mourn  thy  doom, 
With  undifl'embled  woe, 

Before  her  clo\ide<l  charms  refume 


Their  animating  glow. 
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[    40  ] 


DONALD  AND  FLORA. 


When  merry  hearts  were  gay, 
Carelefs  of  ought  but  play, 
Poor  Flora  slipt  away, 

Sadd'ning,  to  Mora : 
Loofe  fiow'd  her  coal-black  hair, 
Quick  heaV'd  her  bofom  bare ; 
Thus  to  the  troubled  air 

She  vented  her  forrow. 

"  Loud  howls  the  Northern  blafti 
*'  Bleak  is  the  dreary  wafte  ; 
Halle  thee,  O  Donald  !  hafVe, 

"  Halle  to  thy  Flora  : 
"  Tv/icc  twelve  lorir  months  are  o'er,- 
"  Since,  on  a  foreign  fliore, 
"  You  promis'd  to  fight  no  more, 

"  But  meet  me  in  Mora. 

"  Where  now  is  Donald  dear  ? 

"  (Maids  cry  vAth  taunting  fneer), 

"  Say,  is  he  ftill  sincere 

"  To  his  lov'd  Flora  r 
"  Parents  upbraid  my  moan. 

Each  heart  is  turn'd  to  ftone  5 
"  Ah !  Flora,  thou'rt  now  alone. 

"  Friendlels  in  Mora  ! 

"  Come  then,  oh  come  away  ! 

Donald,  no  longer  fray  > 
*'  Where  can  my  rover  ftray 

"  From  his  dear  Flora  ?  ; 
"  Ah  !  fure  he  ne'er  could  be 
"  Falfe  to  his  vows  and  me  .; 
O  heaven  !  is  not  yonder  he, 
"  Bounding  injvlora  ?" 


"  Never,  O  wretched  fair  ! 
(Sigh'd  the  fad  meflenger), 
"  Never  shall  Donald  mair 

"  Meet  his  lov'd  Flora ! 
"  Cold,  cold  beyond  the  main, 
"  Donald,  thy  love,  lies  flain ; 
"  He  fent  me  to  footh  thy  pain, 

"  Weeping  in  Mora. 

Well  fought  our  gallant  men ; 
"  Headed  by  brave  Burgoyne, 
"  Our  heroes  were  thrice  led  on 

"  To  Britilh  glory  : 
"  But  ah !  tho'  our  foes  did  flee, 
"  Sad  v/as  the  lofs  to  thee, 
"  V/hile  ev'ry  frelh  victory 

"  Drown'd  us  in  forrow.  ' 

Here  take  this  trufly  blade 
"  ('Donald  expiring  faid), 
"  Give  it  to  yon  dear  maid, 
"  Weeping  in  Mora  : 
Tell  her,  oh  Allen  !  tell, 
"  Donald  m.oft  bravely  fell, 
x^nd  that  in  his  laft  farewel 
"  He  thought  on  his  Flora." 

Mute  ftood  the  trembling  fair, 
Speechlefs  with  wild  defpair ; 
Then,  ftriking  her  bofom  bare, 

Sigh'd  out,  poor  Flora  ! 
O  Donald !  oh  Vv^Jladay  ' 
V/as  all  the  fond  heart  could  fay ; 
At  length  the  found  died  away 

Feebly  in  Mora. 


[    41  ] 


LASS,  GIN  TE  LO'E  ME,  TELL  ME  NOPT. 


I  HA'E  laid  a  herring  in  fa't,  I've  a  houfe  on  yonder  muir, 

Lafs,  gin  ye  lo'e  me,  tell  me  now  Lafs,  gin  ye  lo'e  me,  tell  me  now ; 

I  ha'e  brew'd  a  forpet  o'  ma't,  Three  fparrows  may  dance  on  the  floor. 

An'  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo  :  An*  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo : 

I  ha'e  a  calf  will  foon  be  a  cow,  I  ha'e  a  butt,  and  I  ha'e  a  benn, 

Lafs,  gin  ye  lo'e  me,  tell  me  now  j  Lafs,  gin  ye  lo'e  me,  tak  me  now  j 

I  ha'e  a  pig  will  foon  be  a  fow,  I  h'ae  three  chickens  and  a  fat  hen. 

An'  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo.  An'  I  canna  come  ony  mair  to  woo. 

I've  a  hen  wi'  a  happity  leg, 

Lafs,  gin  ye  lo'e  me,  tak  me  now, 
Which  ilka  day  lays  me  an  egg, 

An'  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo : 
I  ha'e  a  kebbock  upon  my  fhelf, 

Lafs,  gin  ye  lo^e  rtie,  tak  me  now 
I  downa  eat  it  a'  myfelf, 

An'  I  winna  come  ony  mair  to  woo. 
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[     42  ] 


HUGHIE  GRAHAM. 


Our  lords  are  to  the  mbuntains  gaiie, 
A  hunting  o'  the  fallow  deer  j 

And  they  ha'e  gripet  Hughie  Graham, 
For  ftealing  o'  the  Bifliop's  mare. 

And  they  hae  tied  him  hand  and  foot. 
And  led  him  up  thro'  Stirling  town  ; 

The  lads  and  lalTes  met  him  there. 

Cried,  Hugliie  Graham  thou  art  a  loun. 

O  lowfe  my  right  hand  free,  he  fays, 
And  put  my  braid-fword  in  the  fame. 

He's  no  in  StirUng  town  this  day 
Daur  tell  the  tale  to  Hughie  Graham. 

Up  then  befpake  the  brave  Whitefoord, 
As  he  fat  by  the  Bifliop's  knee. 

Five  hundred  white  ftots  I'll  gi'e  you. 
If  ye'U  let  Hughie  Graham  gae  free. 

O  baud  your  tongue,  the  Bifhop  fays, 
And  wi'  your  pleading  let  me  be ; 

For  tho'  ten  Grahams  were  in  his  coat, 
Hughie  Graham  this  day  fhall  die. 

Up  then  befpake  the  fair  Whitefoord, 
As  fhe  fat  by  the  Bifhop's  knee. 

Five  hundred  white  pence  I'll  gi'e  you 
If  ye'll  gi'e  Hughie  Graham  to  me.- 


'  O  baud  your  tongue  now  lady  fair. 
And  wi'  your  pleading  let  it  be ; 
Altho'  ten  Grahams  were  in  his  coat. 
Its  for  my  honour  he  maun  die. 

They've  ta'en  him  to  the  gallows  knowe, 

He  looked  to  the  gallows  tree. 
Yet  never  colour  left  his  cheek. 

Nor  ever  did  he  blin'  his  ee. 

At  length  he  looked  round  about 

To  fee  whatever  he  could  fpy. 
And  there  he  faw  his  auld  father. 

And  he  was  weeping  bitterly. 

O  baud  your  tongue  my  father  dear. 

And  wi'  your  weeping  let  it  be  j 
Thy  weeping's  fairer  on  my  heart 

Than  a'  that  they  can  do  to  me : 

And  ye  may  gi'e  my  brother  James 

My  fword  that's  bent  in  the  middle  brown. 

And  bid  him  come  at.  four  o'clock 
To  fee  his  brother  Hugh  cut  down. 

And  ye  may  tell  my  kith  and  kin, 
I  never  did  difgrace  their  blood  j 

And  when  they  meet  the  Bifbop's  cloak. 
To  mak  it  fhorter  by  the  hood. 


[   43  1 


■ON  A  BANK  OF  FLOWERS. 


On  a  bank  of  flow'rs  in  a  fummer's  day, 

For  fummer  lightly  dreft, 
The  youthful  blooming  Nelly  lay. 

With  love  and  fleep  oppreft. 
When  Willie  wand'ring  thro'  the  wood, 
Who  for  her  favour  oft  had  fu'd. 

He  gaz'd,  he  wifh'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blufn'd, 
And  trembled  v/here  he  flood. 

Her  clofed  eyes,  like  weapons  fheath'd, 

y^tx^  feal'd  in  foft  repofe. 
Her  lips,  ftill  as  fhe  fragrant  breath'd. 

It  richer  dy'd  the  rofe. 
The  fpringing  lilies  fweetly  preft, 
Wild,  wanton,  kifs'd  her  rival  breaft ; 

He  gaz'd,  he  wifli'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blufh'd, 
His  bofom  ill  at  refl. 


Her  robes  light  waving  in  the  breeze, 

Her  tender  limbs  embrace. 
Her  lovely  form,  her  native  eafe, 

All  harmony  and  grace : 
Tumultuous  tides  his  pulfes  roll, 
A  faltering,  ardent  kifs  he  ftole ; 

He  gaz'd,  he  wifh'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blufh'd, 
And  figh'd  his  very  foul. 

As  flies  the  partridge  from  the  brake, 

On  fear-infpired  wings, 
So  Nelly,  ftarting,  half  awake. 

Away  affrighted  fprings  ; 
But  Willy  follow'd,  as  he  fliou'd. 
He  overtool:  her  in  the  wood. 

He  vow'd,  he  pray'd,  he  found  the  maid 
Forgiving  all  and  good. 
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turn   him      safe    to    fair   Strathspey,  and        bonie      Castle  Gordon. 


[    44  ] 


THE  roUNG  HIGHLAND  ROVER. 


Loud  blaw  the  frofty  breezes, 

The  fnaws  the  mountains  cover, 
Like  winter  on  me  feizes, 

Since  my  young  Highland  rover 
Far  wanders  nations  over. 

Cho.  Where'er  he  go^  where'er  he  Jfray^ 
May  Heaiien  be  his  ^warden  % 
Return  him  fafe  to  fair  Strathfpey, 
And  bonnie  cajlle  Gordon. 


The  trees  now  naked  groaning, 

Shall  foon  wi'  leaves  be  hinging,  > 
The  birdies  dowie  moaning, 
Shall  a'  be  blythly  fmging, 
And  ev'ry  flow'r  be  fpringing. 

Cho.  Sae  III  rejoice  the  lee  lang  day^ 
When,  by  his  mighty  warden 
My  youth's  return  d  to  fair  Strathfpey  y 
And  bonnie  cajlle  Gordon. 


[    45  1 
A  COUm'RIE  LASSIE, 


In  iinimer  when  the  hay  was  mawn, 

And  corn  wav'd  green  on  ilka  field, 
While  claver  blooms  wliite  o'er  the  lea, 

And  rofes  blaw  in  ilka  bield  j 
Blythe  Beffie  in  the  milking  fhield, 

Says,  I'll  be  wed  come  o't  what  will : 
Out  fpak  a  dame  in  wrinkled  eild, 

O'  gude  advifement  cofnes  nae  ill. 

Its  ye  ha'e  wooers  mony  ane. 

And,  laflie,  ye're  but  young,  ye  ken. 
Then  wait  a  wee,  and  cannie  wale 

A  routhie  butt,  a  routhie  ben. 
There's  Johnie  o'  the  Bulkie-glen, 

Fu'  is  his  barn,  fu'  is  his  byre 
Tak  tliis  frae  me,  my  bonnie  hen, 

Its  plenty  heets  the  luyer's  fire. 


For  Johnny  o'  the  Bulkie-gleii 

I  dinna  care  a  fingle  flee 
He  lo'es  fae  weel  his  craps  and  kye, 

He  has  nae  loove  to  fpare  for  me. 
But  blythe's  the  blink  q'  Robie's  ee. 

And  weel  I  wat  he  lo'es  me  dear  j 
Ae  blink  o'  him  I  wad  na  gi'e 

For  Bulkie-glen  and  a'  his  gear. 

O,  thoughtlefs  laffie,  life's  a  faught. 

The  canniefi:  gate  the  ftrife  is  fair. 
But  ay  fu'  han't  is  fechtin  beft, 

A  hungry  care's  an  unco  care. 
But  fome  will  fpend,  and  fome  will  fpare. 

An'  wilfu'  folk  maun  ha'e  their  will ; 
Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair, 

Keep  mind  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yill. 


O  !  gear  will  buy  me  rigs  o'  land. 

And  gear  will  buy  me  flieep  and  kye  j 
But  the  tender  heart  o'  leefome  loove, 

The  gowd  and  filler  canna  buy. 
We  may  be  poor,  Robie  and  I, 

Light  is  the  burden  loove  lays  on ; 
Content  and  loove  brings  peace  and  joy ; 

What  mair  hae  queens  upon  a  throne  ? 
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[    46  ] 


ST  RAT  HALL  AN' 5  LAMENT. 


\ 


Thickest  night,  furround  my  dwelling ! 

Howling  tempefts  o'er  me  rave  \ 
Turbid  torrents,  wintry  fwelling. 

Roaring  by  my  lonely  cave. 

Ciyftal  ftreamlets  gently  flowing, 

Bufy  haunts  of  bafe  mankind, 
Wellern  breezes  foftly  blowing, 

Suit  not  my  diftracled  mind. 


In  the  caufe  of  right  engaged, 
Wrongs  injurious  to  redrefs. 

Honour's  war  we  ftrongly  waged, 
But  the  Heavn's  deny'd  fuccefs„ 

Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  o'er  usj 
Not  a  hope  that  dare  attend  j 

The  wide  v/orld  is  all  before  us— 
But  a  world  v/ithout  a  friend. 


[    47  ] 


rna  for  seven  tears  and  mair.  ^ 


ThO'  for  feven  years  and  mair  honour  fliould  reave  me. 
To  fields  where  cannons  roar,  thou  need  na  grieve  thee  ; 
For  deep  in  my  fpirits  thy  fweets  are  indented, 
And  love  ihall  preferve  ay  what  love  has  imprinted. 
Cho.  Leave  thee leavs  thee.,  Til  never  leave  thee. 
Gang  the  voorld  as  it  will,  dcareft  believe  me. 

O  Johnny  I'm  jealous  whene'er-ye  difcover 
My  fen'dments  yielding  ye'll  turn  a  loofe  rover  j 
And  nought  i'  the  warldwad  vex  my  heart  fairer, 
If  you  prove  unconftant,  and  fancy  ane  fairer. 
Cho.  Grieve  7ne,  grieve  me,  O  !  it  wad  grieve  me  ! 
A'  the  lang  night  and  day,  if  you  deceive  me. 


My  Nelly  let  never  fic  fancies  opprcfs  ye. 
For  while  my  blood's  warm  I'll  kindly  carefs  ye  j 
Your  blooming  faft  beauties  firll  heated  love's  fire. 
Your  virtue  and  wit  make  it  ay  flame  the  higher, 
Cho.  Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee. 
Gang  the  warld  as  it  will,  dearejl  believe  me. 

Then,  Johnny,  I  frankly  this  minute  allow  ye. 
To  think  me  your  true  love,  for  love  gars  me  trew  yc 
And  gin  ye  prove  faufe,  to  ye'rfel  oe  it  faid  then, 
Ye'll  v/in  but  fma'  honour  to  wrang  a  kind  maiden. 
Cho.  Reave  me,  reave  me,  Heav'ns  it  wad  reave  me, 
Of  my  refi  night  and  day  if  ye  deceive  me. 


Bid  icefliogles  hammer  red  gauds  on  the  ftuddy, 
And  fair  fimmer  mornings  nae  mair  appear  ruddy ; 
Bid  mankind  think  ae  gate,  and  when  they  obey  ye, 
But  never  till  that  time  believe  I'll  betray  ye. 

Cho.  Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee, 

The  flams  fhall  gang  with  erf  dins  e'er  I  deceive  thee. 
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[    4^5  ] 


l^ESS  AND  HER  SPINNIN-Wt-IEEL. 


O  LEEZE  rae  on  my  fpinnin-wheelj 
And  .leeze  me  on  my  rock  and  reel 
Frae  tap  to  tae  that  deeds  me  been,- 
And  haps  me  fiel  and  warm  at  e'en. 
Ill  fet  me  down  and  fmg  and  fpin. 
While  laigh  defcends  the  fimmer  fm, 
Eleil  wi'  content  and  milk  and  meal, 
O  leeze  me  on  my  fpinnin- wheel. 

On  ilka  hand  the  burnies  trotj 
And  meet  below  my  thackit  cot  j 
The  fcented  birk  and  hawthorn  white 
Acrofs  the  pool  their  arms  unite  j 
Alike  to  fcreen  the  birdie's  neft, 
And  little  fiflies  calk»r  reft ; 
The  fun  blinks  kindly  in  the  biel, 
Where  blyth  I  turn  my  fpinnin-wiieel. 


On  lofty  aiks  the  cufliats  wail, 
And  Echo  cons  the  doolfu'  tale, 
The  lintwhites  in  the  hazel  braes, 
Delighted,  rival  ither's  lays  ; 
The  craik  amang  the  claver  hay, 
The  pairtrick  whirrin  o'er  the  lea. 
The  fwallow  jinkin  round  my  fhiel, 
A.mufe  me  at  my  fpinnin-wheeL 

Wi'  fma'  to  fell,  and  lefs  to  buy., 
Aboon  diftrefs,  below  envy, 
O  v/ha  wad  leave  this  humble  ftate 
For  a'  the  pride  of  a'  the  great  ? 
Wi'  a'  their  flairing  idle  toys, 
Wi'  a'  their  glitt'ring  dinforne  joys, 
Can  they  the  peace  and  pleafure  feel 
Of  BeiTy  at  her  fpinnin-wheel  ? 


t    49.  ] 


KE  LLTBUR  N-BRAES, 


There  lived  a  carl  in  Kellyburn-braes, 

Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme  ! 
And  he  had  a  wife  was  the  plague  o'  his  days, 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd  and  rue  is  in  prime. 
Ae  day  as  the  carl  gaed  up  the  lang  glen, 

Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme  ! 
He  met  wi'  the  d-v-1,  fays,  how  do  ye  fen  ? 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

I've  got  a  bad  wife,  fir,  that's  a'  my  complaint  j 
Hey,  &c. 

For,  faving  your  prefence,  to  her  ye're  a  faint.  ' 

It's  neither  your  ftot  nor  your  ftaig  I  lhall  crave. 
Hey,  &c. 

But  gi'e  me  your  wife,  n;an,  for  her  I  mufl:  have. 
Ami,  &c. 

O,  welcome  moft  kindly  !  the  blythe  carl  faid  ; 
Hey,  &c. 

But  if  you  can  match  her  ye're  waur  than  ye're  ca'd. 
Ami,  &€. 

The  d-v-1  has  got  the  auld  wife  on  his  back, 
,  Hey,  &c. 

And  like  a  poor  pedler  he's  carried  liis  pack. 
Ami,  &c. 


Then  ftraight  he  makes  fifty,  the  pick  o'  his  band, 
Hey,  &c, 

Turn  out  on  her  guard  in  the  clap  of  a  hand. 
And,  &c. 

The  carlin  gaed  thro'  them  like  ony  wud  bear, 
Hey,  &c. 

Whae'er  fhe  gat  hands  on  cam  near  her  nae  mair, 
A^iJ,  &c. 

A  reekit  v/ee  devil  looks  over  the  wa'. 
Hey,  &c. 

O,  help  !  mafter,  help  !  or  flie'il  ruin  us  a*. 
And,  &c. 

The  d-v-1  he  fwore  by  the  edge  o'  his  knife, 
Hey,  &c. 

He  pitied  the  man  that  was  ty'd  to  a  wife. 

Ami,  &c\  .  .  . 

Then  Satan  has  travell'd  again  wi'  his  pack. 
Hey,  &c\ 

And  to  her  auld  hufband  he's  carried  her  back  ; 

Afhl,  &c. 

I  ha'e  been  a  d-v-1  the  feck  o'  my  life, 
H'v,  &c. 

But  ne'er  v/as  in  hell  lill  I  met  v/l'  a  wife. 
A'ld,  &c. 
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O'ER  THE  HILLS  uiND  FAR  AWAT, 


met  with  Jenny  fair, 
Aft  be  the  dawning  of  the  clay  ; 
But  Joeky  how  is  fu'  of  care. 

Since  Jenny  ftaw  his  heart  away : 
Although  flie  promis'd  to  be  trae, 
She  proven  has,  alake  !  unkind 
Which  gars  poor  Jocky  often  rue, 
That  he  e'er  loo'd  a- fickle  mind. 
'  And  it's  oer  the  hills  and far  awaji ' 
It's  der  the  hills  and  far  aivay^ 
It's  dcr  the  hills  and  far  away. 
The  wind  has  bloivji  my  plaid  anjoay. 

He  fung— %^ien  firft  my  Jenny's  face 
I  faw,  (he  feem'd  fae  fu'  of  grace. 
With  meikle  joy  my  heart  Vv^as  fill'd, 
That's  now,  alas  !  with  forrow  kill'd. 
Oh !  was  fhe  bul  as  true  as  fair, 
'Twad  put  an  end  to  my  defpair  j 
Initead  of  that  fne  is  unkind. 
And  wavers  like  the  winter  wind. 
And  it's  der  the  hilh  and  far  away, 


Ah  !  could  file  find  the  difmal  wae 
That  for  her  fake  I  undergae, 
She  cou'd  nae  chufe  but  grant  relief. 
And  put  an  end  to  a'  my  grief. 
But,  oh  !  file  is  as  faufe  as  fair, 
Which  caufes  a'  my  fighs  and  care  i 
But  fhe  triumphs  in  proud  difdain. 
And  takes  a  pleafure  in  my  pain. 
And  it's  der  the  hills  and  far  ■a'way,  & 

Since  that  flie  will  nae  pity  take, 
I  maun  gae  wander  for  her  fake ; 
And  in  ilk  v/ood  and  gloomy  grove, 
I'll  fighing  fmg,  adieu  to  love. 
Since  flie  is  faufe  v/hom  I  adore, 
ni  never  truft  a  woman  more  5 
Frae  a'  their  charms  I'll  flee  away.. 
And  on  my  pipe  I'll  fweetly  play, 
O'er  hills,  and  dales,  and far  away, 
O'er  hills,  and  dales,  and  far  away, 
O'er  hills,  and  dales,  and far  away. 
The  wind  has  blown  my  plaid  away. 


[   51  ] 


STREPHON  AND  LTDIJ. 


All  lovely  on  the  fultry  beach 

Expiring  Strephon  lay ; 
No  hand  the  cordial  draught  to  reachj 

Nor  cheer  the  gloomy  way. 
Ill-fated  youth  !  no  parent  nigh, 

To  catch  thy  fleeting  breath  ; 
No  bride,  to  fix  thy  fwimming  eye. 

Or  fmooth  the  face  of  death. 


Far  diflant  from  the  mournful  fcene 

Thy  parents  fit  at  eafe ; 
Thy  Lydia  rifles  all  the  plain, 

And  all  the  fpring,  to  pleafe. 
Ill-fated  youth !  by  fault  of  friend, 

Not  force  of  foe,  deprefs'd ; 
Thou  fall'ft,  alas !  thyfelf,  thy  kind, 

Thy  country  unrqdrefs'd! 
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M  A  R  T's  DREAM. 


1  HE  moon  had  climb 'd  the  higheft  hill, 

Which  rifes  o'er  the  fource  of  Dee, 
And  from  the  eaftern  fummit  fhed 

Her  filver  light  on  tow'r  and  tree  j 
When  Mary  laid  her  down  to  fleep. 

Her  thoughts  on  Sandy  far  at  fea  j 
When  foft  and  low  a  voice  was  heard, 

^*  O  Mary  weep  no  more  for  me  !" 

She  from  her  pillow  gently  rais'd 

Her  head,  to  a{k  who  there  might  be  ? 

She  faw  young  Sandy  fhiv'ring  ftand, 
With  vifage  pale  and  hollow  eye  : 

*'  O,  Mary  dear!  cold  is  my  clay, 
*'  It  lies  beneath  a  ftofmy  fea ; 

"  Far,  far  from  thee,  I  fleep  in  death. 
So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me  !" 


**  Three  fliormy  nights,  and  ftormy  days, 
"  We  tofs'd  upon  the  raging  main  ; 

**  And  long  we  ftrove  our  bark  to  fave, 
* '  But  all  our  driving  was  in  vain. 

*'  Ev  n  then,  when  horror  chill'd  my  blood. 
My  heart  was  fill'd  with  love  for  thee, 

**  The  jftorm  is  paft,  and  I  at  reft, 
"  So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  nie  I 

"  O  !  maiden  dear,  thyfelf  prepare, 

'*  We  foon  ftiall  meet  upon  that  fhore, 
*'  Where  love  is  free  from  doubt  and  care, 

"  And  thou  and  I  fhall  part  no  more.'* 
Loud  crow 'd  the  cock,  the  fhadowfledx 

No  more  of  Sandy  could  fhe  fee. 
But  foft  the  palling  fpirit  faid, 

**■  Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me  !" 


E    3  ] 


JOHN  ANDERSON,.  Mr  JO. 


John  Anderfon,  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  were  firft  acquaint. 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven. 

Your  bonny  brow  was  brent : 
But  now  your  brow  is  bald,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  fnaw ; 
But  bleflings  on  your  frofty  pow, 

John  Anderfon,  my  jo. 


John  Anderfon,  my  jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  hill  thegither  ; 
And  mony  a  canty  day,  John, 

We 've  had  wi*  ane  anither  : 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John, 

And  hand  in  hand  we'll  go. 
And  fleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderfon,  my  jo. 
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/   LOVE    Mr  LOVE    IN  SECRET. 


My  Sandy  gied  to  me  a  ring.  My  Sandy  O,  my  Sandy  O  ! 

Was  a'  befet  wi*  diamonds  fine.  My  bonny,  bonny  Sandy  O  I 

But  I  gied  him  a  better  thing.  The*  the  love  that  I  owe 

I  gied  my  heart  in  pledge  o'  his  ring-  To  thee  I  dare  na  fliow. 

Yet  I  love  my  love  in  fecret,  my  Sandy  0 1 


My  Sandy  brak  a  piece  of  gow'd. 
While  down  his  cheeks  the  faut  tears  row'd, 
He  took  a  hauf  and  gied  it  me. 
And  ril  keep  it  till,  the  hour  I  die. 


My  Sandy  O  !  &c.  &c. 


WJLLIE    WAS    A    WANTON  WAG. 


O  Willie  was  a  wanton  wag, 

The  blytheft  lad  that  e'er  I  faw, 
At  bridals  ftill  he  bore  the  brag. 

And  carried  ay  the  gree  awa' : 
His  doublet  was  of  Zetland  iliag. 

And  wow  !  but  Willie  he  was  braw. 
And  at  his  fhoulder  hung  a  tag. 

That  pleas'd  the  lafles  ane  and  a'. 


He  was  a  man  without  a  clag, 

His  heart  was  frank  without  a  flaw; 
And  ay  whatever  Willie  faid. 

It  ftill  was  hadden  as  a  law. 
His  boots  they  were  made  of  the  jag. 

When  he  went  to  the  weapon-lhaw, 
Upon  the  green  nane  durft  him  brag, 

The  feint  a  ane  amang  them  a'. 
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0/    SAW   TE    Mr  FATHER. 


Oi  SAW  ye  my  father,  or  faw  ye  my  mithcr. 

Or  faw  ye  my  true  love  John  ?j 
I  faw  not  your  father,  I  faw  not  your  mither. 

But  I  fi'.w  your  true  love  John. 

It's  now  ten  at  night,  and  the  ftars  gi'e  nae  light. 
And  the  bells  they  ring,  ding  dong ; 


Up  Johnny  rofe,  and  to  the  door  he  goes^, 

And  gently  tided  the  piii : 
The  laflie  taking  tent,  unto  the  door  ihe  went, 

And  fhe  open'd,  and  let  rne  iAj 


And  are  ye  come  at  laft,  and  do  I  hold  ye  faft. 
And  is  my  Johnny  true !  . 


He's  met  \vi'  fome  delay,  that  caufeth  him  to  ftay,    I  have  nae  time  to  tell,  but  fae  lang's  I  like  myfell. 


But  he  will  be  here  efe  long. 

The  fjrly  auld  carl  did  naething  but  fnarl. 

And  Johny's  .face  it  grew  red  : 
Yet  tho'  he  often  figh'd,  he  ne'er  a  word  reply'd. 

Till  all  were  afleep  in  bed. 


Sae  lang  fhall  I  like  you. 

Flee  up,  flee  up,  my  bonny  gra;y  cock. 
And  craw  when  it  is  day  ;       '  ■ 

Your  neck  lhall  be  like  the  bonny  beaten  gold. 
And  your  wings  of  the  filyer  gray. 


The  cock  prov'd  falfe,  and  untrue  he  was. 

For  he  crew  an  hour  o'er  foon  ; 
The  laflie  thought  it  day,  when  fhe  fent  her  love  away. 

And  it  was  but  a  blink  of  the  moon. 


C  7  ] 


T  O  D  L  E  N      H  A  M  E. 


When  i  have  a  fax-pence  under  my  thum. 
Then  I'll  get  credit  in  ilka  town ; 
But  ay,  when  I'm  poor,  they  bid  me  gae  by ; 
O !  poverty  parts  good  company. 

Todlen  hame,  todlen  hame, 

O !  could  na  my  love  come  todlen  hame  ? 

Fair  fa'  the  gude  wife,  and  fend  her  gudc  fale. 
She  gies  us  white  bannocks  to  drink  her  brown  ale. 
Syne  if  her  tippony  chance  to  be  fma'. 
We'll  tak  a  gude  fcour  o't  and  ca'  it  awa'. 

Todlen  hame,  todlen  hame. 

As  round  as  a  neep  I  come  todlen  hame. 


My  kimmer  and  I  lay  down  to  flecp. 

And  twa  pint  ftoups  at  our  bed  feet ; 

And  ay  when  we  waken'd,  we  drank  them  dry : 

What  think  ye  of  my  wee  kimmer  and  I  ? 

Todlen  but,  and  todlen  ben, 

Sae  round  as  my  love  comes  todlen  hame. 

Leez  me  on  liquor,  my  todlen  dow,  ^ 
Ye're  ay  fae  gude-humour'd  when  wetting  your 
mou' ; 

When  fober  fae  four,  ye'll  fight  wi'  a  flee. 
That  'tis  a  blyth  fight  to  the  bairns  and  me. 

Todlen  hame,  todlen  hame. 

When  round  as  a  neep,  ye  come  todlen  hame. 
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Ft  GAR   RUB   HER   O'ER       V   S  T  R  A  E. 


And  gin  ye  meet  a  bonny  laffie,  Sweet  youth*s  a  blyth  and  heartfome  time  i 

Gie  'er  a  kifs,  and  let  hergae.  Then,  lads  and  laffes,  while  *tis  May, 

But  gin  ye  meet  a  dirty  huffy,  Gae  pu*  the  gowan  in  its  prime, 

Fy  gar  rub  her  o*er  wi'  ftrae.  Before  it  wither  and  decay. 

Be  fure  ye  dinna  quit  the  grip,        ^  Watch  the  faft  minutes  of  delyte. 

Of  ilka  joy,  when  ye  arc  young,  When  Jenny  fpeaks  beneath  her  breath, 

Before  auld  age  your  vitals  nip.  And  kiffes,  laying  a*  the  wy te 

And  lay  ye  twafauld  o'er  a  rung*  On  you,  if  Ihe  kepp  ony  Ikaith. 
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GREEN  GROfT  THE  RASHES. 


There's  naught  but  care  on.  ev*ry  han*. 

In  ev'ry  hour  that  paffes  j 
Wha:t  fignifies  the  life  o'  man. 

An*  'twere  not  for  the  laffes. 

Green,  grow  the  rafhes,  O  ! 
Green  grow  the  rafhes,  O  ! 
The  fweeteft  hours  that  e'er  I  fpend, 
Are  fpent. among  the  laffes,  O  ! 

The  warldly  they  may  riches  chafe, 

An*  riches  ftill  may  fly  them, 
An'  tho'  at  laft  they  catch  them  fafl:. 

Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them. 

Green  grow  the  rafhes,  &c.  &c. 


Gie  me  a  canny  hour  at  e'en. 

My  arms  about  my  dearie ; 
And  warldly  cares  and  warldly  men, 

May  a'  gae  tapfalteerie. 

Green  grow  the  rafhes ,  &c. 

For  you  fae  doufe  !  ye  fneer  at  this, 
Ye're  nought  but  fenfelefs  affes. 

The  wifefl  man  the  warld  e'er  faw. 
He  dearly  lov'd  the  laffes. 

Green  grow  the  rafhes,  Sec. 

Auld  nature  fwears,  the  lovely  dears 
Her  nobleft  work  Ihe  claffes. 

Her  'prentice  hand  fhe  try'd  on  man. 
And  fyne  fhe  made  the  laffes. 

Green  grow  the  rafhes,  &c. 
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THE    WAEFU'  HEART. 


Gin  living  worth  cou*d  win  my  heart, 

You  wou'd  na  fpeak  in  vain ; 
But  in  the  darkfome  grave  it's  laid, 

Never  to  rife  again. 
My  waefu*  heart  lies  low  wi'  his 

Whofe  heart  was  only  mine  : 
And,  ah  !  what  a  heart  was  that  to  lofe  ; 

But  I  maun  no  repine. 


Yet  oh !  gin  heav'n  iil  mercy  foon 

Wou'd  grant  the  boon  I  crave, 
And  tak  this  life,  now  naething  worth, 

Sin  Jamie's  in  his  grave. 
And  fee,  his  gentle  fpirit  comes 

To  fhow  me  on  my  way, 
Surpris'd,  nae  doubt,  I  ftill  am  hercj 

Sair  wond'ring  at  my  ftay. 


I  come,  I  come,  my  Jamie  dear  ! 

And  oh  !  wi'  what  gude  will ! 
I  follow,  wherefoe'er  ye  lead. 

Ye  canna  lead  to  ill. 
She  faid,  and  foon  a  deadly  pale 

Her  faded  cheeks  polTeft, 
Her  waefu'  heart  forgot  to  beat. 

Her  forrows  funk  to  reft. 


THE  PLOUGHMAN. 


The  ploughman  he's  a  bonny  lad. 

His  mind  is  ever  true,  Jo, 
His  garters  knit  below  his  knee. 

His  bonnet  it  is  blue,  Jo. 

Chorus. 

Then  up  wi't  a',  my  ploughman  lad, 
And  hey  my  merry  ploughman ! 
Of  a'  the  trades  that  I  do  ken, 
Commend  me  to  the  ploughman. 

My  ploughman  he  comes  hame  at  e'en. 

He's  aften  wet  and  weary  j 
Caft  aff  the  wet,  put  on  the  dry. 

And  gae  to  bed,  my  dearie. 

Up  wi't  a',  &c. 


I  will  wafli  my  ploughman's  hofe, 
And  I  will  drefs  his  o'erlay : 

I  will  mak  my  ploughman's  bed. 
And  chear  him  late  and  early. 

Up  wi't  a',  &c. 

I  hae  been  eaft,  I  hae  been  weft, 
I  hae  been  at  Saint  Johnfton  : 

The  bonnieft  fight  that  e'er  I  faw, 
Was  the  ploughman  laddie  dancin. 

Up  wi't  a',  &c. 

Snaw  white  ftockings  on  his  legs , 

An^  filler  buckles  glancin, 
A  gude  blue  bannet  on  his  head, 

And,  oh  !  but  he  was  handfome. 

Up  wi't  a',  &o 
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[  12  ] 


BARBARA  ALLEN. 


IT  was  in  and  about  the  Martimas  time, 
When  the  green  leaves  were  a  falling, 

That  Sir  John  Grahani,  in  the  weft  country. 
Fell  in  love  with  Barbara  Allen. 

He  fent  his  man  down  through  the  town. 
To  the  place  where  flie  was  dwelling : 

O  !  hafte  and  cum  to  my  rnafter  dear. 
Gin  ye  be  Barbara  Allen. 

O  !  hooly,  hooly,  rofe  fhe  up. 
To  the  place  where  he  was  lying, 

And  when  fhe  drew  the  curtain  by. 
Young  man,  I  think  you're  dying. 

O  !  I  am  fick,  and  very  fick. 

And  'tis  a'  for  Barbara  Allen : 
O  !  the  better  for  me  ye's  never  be, 

Tho'  your  heart's  blood  were  a  fpilhng. 


O  !  dinnaye  mind  young  man,  faid  fhe, 

When  ye  the  cups  was  fillin. 
That  ye  made  the  healths  gae  round  and  round. 

And  flighted  Barbara  Allen. 

He  turn'd  his  face  unto  the  wa*. 
And  death  was  wi'  him  dealing : 

Adieu,  adieu,  my  dear  friends  a*. 
And  be  kind  to  Barbara  Allen. 

And  flowly,  flowly,  raife  fhe  up, 

And  flowly,  flowly,  left  him; 
And  fighing  faid,  fhe  cou'd  not  ftay^ 

Since  death  of  life  had  reft  him. 

She  had  nae  gane  a  mile  but  twa. 

When  fhe  heard  the  dead-bell  knelling. 

And  ev'ry  jow  that  the  dead-bell  gied. 
It  cry'd,  woe  to  Barbara  Allen. 


O  !  mither,  mither,  mak  my  bed, 
O  !  mak  it  faft  and  narrow. 

Since  my  love  died  for  me  to-day, 
ril  die  for  him  to-morrow. 
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HAD    AWA   FRAE    ME,  DONALD. 


o  !  had  awa,  had  awa, 

Had  awa  frae  me,  Donald ; 
Your  heart  is  made  o'er  big  for  ane, 

It  is  not  meet  for  me,  Donald. 
Some  fickle  miftrefs  you  may  find. 

Will  change  as  aft  as  thee,  Donald  ; 
To  ilka  fwain  flie  will  prove  kind. 

And  nae  lefs  kind  to  thee,  Donald. 

But  I've  a  heart  that's  naething  fuch, 

Tis  fiird  with  honefty,  Donald, 
I'll  ne'er  love  mony,  I'll  love  much, 

I  hate  all  levity,  Donald. 
Therefore  nae  mair  with  art  pretend. 

Your  heart  is  chain 'd  to  mine,  Donald, 
For  words  of  falfhood  ill  defend, 

A  roving  love  like  thine,  Donald. 


Firfi:  when  you  courted  j  I  muft  own, 

I  frankly  favour'd  you,  Donald  : 
Apparent  worth,  and  fair  renown. 

Made  me  believe  you  true,  Donald. 
Ilk  virtue  then  feem'd  to  adorn 

The  man  efleem'd  by  me,  Donald, 
But,  now  the  malk  is  fallen,  I  fcorn 

To  ware  a  thought  on  thee,  Donald. 

And  now,  for  ever  had  awa*. 

Had  awa'  frae  me,  Donald ; 
Gae  feek  a  heart  tl  it's  like  thy  ain. 

And  come  nae  mair  to  me,  Donald. 
For  I'll  referve  my  fell  for  ane. 

For  ane  that's  liker  me,  Donald : 
If  fic  a  ane  I  canna  find, 

I'll  ne'er  love  man,  nor  thee,  Donald. 
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WILL    TE    GO    TO  FLANDERS^ 


Will  ye  go  to  Flanders,  my  Mally,  O  ? 
And  fee  the  chief  commanders,  my  Mally,  O  ?  • 
You'll  fee  the  bullets  fly,  and  the  foldiers  how  they  die. 
And  the  ladies  loudly  cry,  my  Mally,  O  ! 


£  H  1 


THIS  IS  NO  MINE  JIN  HOUSE. 


Then  farewell  my  father's  houfe^ 
I  gang  whe're  love  invites  me  5 
The  fi;ri(3:efl:  duty  this  allp>vs> 

When  love  with:  honour  meets  me; 
When  Flymen  moulds  me  into  ane. 
My  Robie's  nearer  than  my  kin. 
And  to  refufe  him  were  a  fin, 
Sae  lang's  he  kindly  treats  me. 

When  I  am  in  mine  ain  houfe. 

True  love  fliall  be  at  hand  ay. 
To  m.ake  me  flill  a  prudent  fpoufe. 

And  let  my  man  command  ay ; 
Avoiding  ilka  caufe  of  flrife. 

The  common  peft  of  married  life, 
That  makes  ane  wearied  of  his  wife, 

And  breaks  the  kindly  band  ay. 


O  !  this  is  no  mine  ain  houfe, 

I  ken  by  the  rigging  o't. 
Since  with  my  love  I've  changed  vows 

I  dinna  like  the  bigging  o't. 
For  now  that  I'm  young  Robie's  bride, 

And  miftrefs  of  his  fire-fide. 
Mine  ain  houfe  I  like  to  guide. 

And  pleafe  me  wi'  the  trigging  o't. 
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G  A  L  L  A     W  A  T'  E  R. 


O  •  braw  lads  of  Galla  Water, 

O  I  braw  lads  of  Galla  Water, 

rU  gae  my  lane  beyond  the  hill> 

And  look  for  him  my  heart  fighs  after. 

;But  when  returning  crovvn'd  with  laurels, 
Frae  the  fields  of  death  and  flaughter, 
Ye  fliall  meet  with  me,  my  love. 
And  bring  me  hame  o'er  Galla  Water* 


[    '7  ] 


O'ER  BOGIE. 


I  Will  a  awa*  wi'  my  love, 

I  will  awa'  wi'  her  : 
Tho'  a'  my  kin  had  fworn  and  faid, 

I  will  awa'  wi'  her. 

I'll  o'er  Bogie,  o'er  Bogie, 

O'er  Bogie  wi'  her, 

Tho'  a'  my  kin  had  fworn  and  faid, 

I  will  awa'  wi'  her. 

For  now  fhe's  miftrefs  of  my  heart, 

And  wordy  of  my  hand, 
And  well  I  wat  we  flianna  part 

For  filler  or  for  land. 

I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c. 

Let  rakes  delight  to  fwear  and  drink, 
And  beaus  admire  fine  lace  ; 

But  my  chief  pleafure  is  to  blink 
On  Betty's  bonny  face. 

I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c. 


There  a'  the  beauties  do  combine, 

Of  colour,  traits,  and  air, 
The  faul  that  fparkles  in  her  een 

Makes  her  a  jewel  rare. 

I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c. 

Her  flowing  wit  gives  fliining  life 

To  a'  her  other  charms. 
How  bleft  I'll  be  when  fhe's  my  wife. 

And  lock'd  up  in  my  arms  ! 

I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c. 

There  blythly  will  I  rant  and  fing. 
While  o'er  her  fweets  I  range, 

I'll  cry,  your  humble  fervant,  king, 
Shame  fa'  them  that  wad  change. 

I'll  o'er  Bogie,  Sec. 

A  kifs  of  Betty,  and  a  fmile. 

Albeit  ye  wad  lay  down 
The  right  ye  hae  to  Britain's  Ifle,' 

And  offer  me  ye'r  crown. 

I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c. 
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I   HAD    A  HORSE. 


I  H  A  D  a  horfe  and  I  had  nae  mair, 

I  got  him  frae  my  daddy. 
My  purfc  was  light,  and  my  heart  was 

But  my  wit  it  was  fu*  ready  ; 
And  fae  I  thought  me  on  a  time 

Outwittens  o*  my  daddy, 
To  fee  myfelf  to  a  lawland  laird. 

Who  had  a  bonny  lady. 
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M  r  B  o  r  r  A  M  M  r. 


Whar  hae  yc  been  a'  day,   my  boy 

Tammy  ? 
I've  been  by  bum  and  flow*ry  brae, 
Meadow  green  and  mountain  grey. 
Courting  o*  this  young  thing 
Juft  come  frae  her  mammy. 

And  whar  gat  ye  that  young  thing,  my 
boy  Tammy  ? 
I  gat  her  down  in  yonder  how, 
Smiling  on  a  broomy  know. 
Herding  ae  wee  lamb  and  ewe 

For  her  poor  mammy. 

What  faid  ye  to  the  bonny  bairn,  my  boy 
Tammy  ? 
I  prais'd  her  een  fo  lovely  blue, 
Her  dimpled  cheek  and  cherry  mou, 
I  pree'd  it  aft  as  ye  may  true. 

She  faid,  "  flie'd  tell  her  mammy." 


I  held  her  to  my  beating  heart,  nly  youiig, 
my  fmiling  lammy ! 
I  hae  a  houfe — it  coft  me  dear^ 
I*ve  walth  o'  plenifhan  and  geer, 
YeTe  get  it  a'  was't  ten  times  mair. 

Gin  ye  will  leave  your  mammy. 

The  fmile  gaed  afF  her  bonny  fac6, 
**  I  maun  nae  leave  my  mammy, 
*•  She's  gi'en  me  meat,  fhe*s  gi*en  meclaife, 
"  She's  been  my  comfort  a'  my  days, 
*'  My  father's  death  brought  mony  waes, 
"  I  canna  leave  my  mammy. 

*'  We'll  tak  her  hame  and  mak  her  fain^ 
"  My  ain  kind-hearted  lammy  ; 

**  We'll  gie  her  meat,  we'll  gie  her  claife. 
We'll  be  her  comfort  a'  her  days." 

The  wee  thing  gies  her  hand,  and  fays, 
"  There,  gang  and  alk  my  maramy !" 


Has  flie  been  to  the  kirk  with  thee,  my  boy 
Tammy  ? 
She  has  been  to  the  kirk  wi'  me. 
And  the  tear  was  in  her  ee; 
But,  oh !  flie's  but  a  young  thing 

Juft  come  frae  her  mammy. 
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Br  THE   STREAM  SO    COOL   AND  CLEAR. 


By  the  ftream  fo  cool  and  clear. 

And  thro*  the  caves  where  breezes  languifh, 
Soothing  flill  my  tender  anguifh. 
Hoping  ftill  to  find  my  lover, 
I  have  wander'd  far  and  near. 

Oh !  where  fliall  I  the  youth  difcover ! 


Sleeps  he  in  your  breezy  fliade. 

Ye  rocks  with  mofs  and  Ivy  waving. 
On  fome  bank  where  wild  waves  laving, 
Murmur  thro'  the  twifted  willow  ? 
On  that  bank,  O  !  were  I  laid. 

How  foft  fliould  be  my  lover's  pillow. 


[  at  } 


FT,   LEf   US   A'   ro   THE  BRIDAL, 


And  fy,  let  us  a'  to  the  bridat. 

For  there  will  be  lilting  there ; 
For  Jock's  to  be  married  to  Jenny> 

The  lafs  wi*  the  gowden  hair  : 
And  there  will  be  lang  kail  and  caftocks, 

And  bannocks  o*  barley  meal. 
And  there  will  be  gude  fawt  herrings. 

To  relifli  a  cogue  of  gude  ale. 

Fy,  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal,  &c. 

And  there  will  be  Sawndy  the  futor. 

And  Will  wi'  the  meikle  mow. 
And  there  will  be  Tarn  the  bluter, 

Wi'  Andrew  the  tinker,  I  trow ; 
And  there  will  be  bow-legged  Robbie, 

With  thumblefs  Katie's  gude  man, 
And  there  will  be  blue-cheeked  Dobie, 

And  Lawrie  the  laird  of  the  land. 

Fy,  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal,  &c. 


And  there  will  be  girn-agaln  Gibbie, 

Wi*  his  glakit  wife,  Jenny  Bell ; 
And  miflerfhinn'd  Mungo  Mackapie, 

The  lad  that  was  (kipper  himfel' ; 
There  lads  and  lafTes  in  pearlings. 

Will  feaft  in  the  heart  of  the  ha*. 
On  fybows,  and  rifarts,  and  carlings. 

That  are  baith  fodden  and  raw. 

Fy,  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal,  &c. 

And  there  will  be  laper'd  milk  kebbucks 

And  fowens,  and  farles,  and  baps, 
Wi*  fwats  and  well-fcraped  paunches. 

And  brandy  in  ftoups  and  in  caps  ; 
And  there  will  be  buckies  and  partans, 

Wi*  fkink,  to  fup  till  ye  rive  ; 
And  roafts  to  roaft  on  a  brander 

Of  flowks  that  were  taken  alive. 

Fy,  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal,  &c. 


Scrap 'd  haddocks,  wilks,  dilfe,  and  tangles. 
And  a  mill  of  gude  fnifliin  to  prie  j 

When  weary  with  eating  and  drinking 
We'll  rife  up  and  dance  till  we  die. 

Then,  fy,  let  us  a*  to  the  bridal. 
For  there  will  be  lilting  there  : 

For  Jock's  to  be  married  to  Jenny, 
The  lafs  wi'  the  gowden  hair. 
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THE    SHEPHERD  ADONIS. 


*rHE  fhepherd  Adonis 

Being  weary 'd  with  fport> 
He,  for  a  retirement, 

To  the  wood  did  refort  j 
lie  threw  by  his  crook, 

And  he  laid  himfdf  down, 
tie  envy'd  no  monarch, 
.  Nor  wifh'd  for  a  crown- 
He  drank  o'  the  burn. 

And  he  ate  frae  the  tree, 
Himfelf  he  enjoy *d, 

And  frae  trouble  was  free  } 
He  wifh'd  for  no  nymph, 

Tho'  never  fae  fair. 
Had  nae  love  nor  ambition^ 

And  therefore  nae  care* 

But  as  he  lay  thus. 

In  an  ev'ning  fae  clear, 
A  heav'nly  fweet  voice 

Sounded  faft  in  his  ear  ; 
Which  came  frae  a  fhady 

Green  neighbouring  grovcj 
Where  bonny  Amynta 

Sat  ringing  of  love* 


He  wander'd  that  way. 

And  found  who  was  there ; 
He  was  quite  confounded 

To  fee  her  fae  fair ; 
He  flood  like  a  flatue. 

Not  a  foot  cou'd  he  move. 
Nor  knew  he  what  griev'd  him — > 

But  he  fear'd  it  was  love* 

The  nymph  fhe  beheld  him 
With  a  kind  modefl  grace. 

Seeing  fomething  that  pleas'd  her 
Beam  forth  in  his  face } 

And,  blufhing  a  little. 
She  to  him  did  fay, 

0  !  fhepherd,  what  want  ye. 
How  came  ye  this  way  ? 

His  fpirits  reviving. 
The  fwain  to  her  faid, 

1  was  ne'er  fke  furpris'd 
At  the  fight  of  a  maid  j 

Until  I  beheld  thee. 

From  love  I  was  free, 
But  now  I'm  ta'en  captive, 

My  fairefl,  by  thee. 
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rBE  WHITE  COCKADE, 


My  love  was  born  in  Aberdeen, 
The  bonnieft  lad  that  e*er  was  feen, 
But  now  he  makes  our  hearts  fu*  fad. 
He  takes  the  field  wi'  his  white  cockade. 

O  f  he's  a  rantin  roving  lad, 
He  is  a  brifk  and  a  bonny  lad, 
Betide  what  may  I  will  be  wed, 
Aiid  follow  theboywi' the  whitecockade. 


I'll  fell  my  rock,  my  reel,  my  tow. 
My  gude  grey  mare,  and  hawkit  cow  : 
To  buy  my  fell  a  tartan  plaid. 
To  follow  the  boy  wi*  the  white  cockade. 

Oh  1  he's  a  rantin,  roving  lad. 
He  is  a  brifk  and  a  bonny  lad. 
Betide  what  may  I  will  be  wed. 
And  follow  theboywi'  the  white  cockade. 
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THE    LASS    OF  LIVINGSTON. 


pAIN'D  with  her  flighting  Jamie's  love. 
Bell  dropt  a  tear — Bell  dropt  a  tear, 

The  Gods  defcended  from  above, 

Well  pleased  to  hear — well  pleas'd  to  hear: 

They  heard  thepraifes  of  the  youth, 

From  her  own  tongue — from  her  own 
tongue  : 

Who  now  converted  was  to  truth. 

And  thus  (he  fung — and  thus  fhe  fung  t 

Blefs*d  days  !  when  our  ingenious  fex 

More  frank  and  kind—  more  frank  and  kind ; 
Did  not  their  loved  adorers  vex, 

Butfpoke  their  mind — butfpoke  their  mind. 
Repenting  now,  flie  promised  fair, 

Wou'd  he  return — wou'd  he  return, 
She  ne'er  again  would  give  him  care. 

Or  caufe  him  mourn — or  caufe  him  mourn. 


Why  lov'd  I  thee,  deferving  fwain  ! 

Yet  ftill  thought  fhame— yet  ftill  thought 
fhame  ; 

When  he  my  yielding  heart  did  gain. 
To  own  my  flame— to  own  my  flame  ? 

Why  took  I  pleafure  to  torment 

And  feem  too  coy — and  feem  too  coy  ? 

Which  makes  me  now,  alas  !  lament 
My  flighted  joy — my  flighted  joy. 

Ye  fair,  while  beauty's  in  its  fpring. 

Own  your  defire — own  your  defire ; 
While  love's  young  power  wi'  his  foft  wing 

Fans  up  the  fire — fans  up  the  firej 
O  !  do  not  with  a  filly  pride. 

Or  low  defign— or  low  defign, 
Refufe  to  be  a  happy  bride. 

But  anfwer  kind— but  anfwer  kind. 


Thus  the  fair  mourner  wail'd  her  crime 

With  flowing  eyes — with  flowing  eyes. 
Glad  Jamie  heard  her  all  the  time 

With  fweet  furprife — with  fweet  furprife ; 
Some  God  had  led  him  to  the  grove. 

His  mind  unchang'd — his  mind  unchang'd, 
Flew  to  her  arms  and  cry'd,  my  love, 

I  am  reveng'd — I  am  reveng'd  ! 


[    35  ] 


JOHN    OF  BADENTON. 


By  the  Rev.  Mr,  SKINNER. 

When  firft  I  came  to  be  a  man  of  twenty  years  or  fo, 

I  thought  myfelf  a  handfome  youth,  and  fain  the  world  would  know ; 

In  beft  attire  I  ftept  abroad,  with  fpirits  brilk  and  gay. 

And  here  and  there,  and  every  where,  was  like  a  morn  in  May. 

No  care  I  had,  nor  fear  of  want,  but  rambled  up  and  down. 

And  for  a  beau  I  might  have  pafs'd,  in  country  or  in  town  ; 

I  ftill  was  pleas'd  where-e'er  I  went,  and  when  I  was  alone, 

I  tun'd  my  pipe,  and  chear'd  myfelf  with  John  of  Badenyon. 

Now,  in  the  days  of  youthful  prime,  a  miftrefs  I  muft  find  ; 
For  love,  they  fay,  gives  one  an  air,  and  e'en  improves  the  mind  : 
On  Phillis  fair,  above  the  reft,  kind  fortune  fix'd  my  eyes ; 
Her  piercing  beauty  ftruck  my  heart,  and  fhe  became  my  choice : 
To  Cupid  then,  with  hearty  pray'r,  I  offer'd  many  a  vow. 
And  danc'd  and  fung,  and  figh'd  and  fwore,  as  other  lovers  do  ; 
But  when  at  laft  I  breath'd  my  flame,  I  found  her  cold  as  ftone ; 
I  kft  the  girl,  and  tun'd  my  pipe  to  John  of  Badenyon. 

When  love  had  thus  my  heart  beguil'd  with  foolifh  hopes  and  vain. 

To  Friendlhip's  port  I  fteer'd  my  courfe,  and  laugh'd  at  lovers'  pain  j 

A  friend  I  got  by  lucky  chance,  'twas  fomething  like  divine  ; 

An  honeft  friend's  a  precious  gift,  and  fuch  a  gift  was  mine. 

And  now,  whatever  might  betide,  a  happy  man  was  I  ; 

In  any  ftrait  I  knew  to  whom  I  freely  might  apply : 

A  ftrait  foon  came,  my  friend  I  try'd,  he  laugh'd  andfpurn'd  my  moan; 

I  hy'd  me  home,  and  pleas'd  myfelf  with  John  of  Badenyon. 

What  next  to  do,  I  mus'd  awhile,  ftill  hoping  to  fucceed  : 
I  pitch'd  on  books  for  company,  and  gravely  try'd  to  read  ; 
I  bought  and  borrow'd  ev'ry  where,  and  ftudied  night  and  day  ; 
Normifs'd  what  Dean  or  DoQior  wrote,  that  happen'd  in  mv  way. 
Philofophy  I  now  efteem'd  the  ornament  of  youth. 
And  carefully,  thro'  many  a  page,  I  hunted  after  truth  : 
Athoufand  various  fchemes  I  try'd,  and  yet  was  pleas'd  with  none  ; 
I  threw  them  by,  and  tun'd  my  pipe  to  John  of  Badenyon. 

And  now,  ye  youngfters,  every  where,  who  want  to  make  a  fliow, 

Take  heed  in  time,  nor  vainly  hope  for  happinefs  below  ; 

What  you  may  fancy  plerfure  here,  is  but  an  empty  name. 

For  friend  thip,  love,  and  learning  deep,  you'll  find  them  all  the  fame, 

Then  be  advis'd,  and  warning  take,  from  fuch  a  man  as  me  ; 

I'm  neither  Pope  nor  Cardinal,  nor  one  of  high  degree  : 

You'll  find  difpleafure  every  where,  then  do  as  I  have  done  ; 

E'en  tunc  your  pipe,  and  plcafe  yourfeif  with  John  of  Badenyon. 
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rm  BONNIEST  LASS  IN  A'  THE  WARLV. 


Look  where  my  dear  Hamilla  fmileSj 
Hamilla !  heavenly  charmer  j 

See  how,  with  all  their  arts  and  wiles, 
The  loves  and  graces  arm  her. 

A  blufli  dwells  glowing  on  her  cheeks. 
Fair  feats  of  youthful  plcafures  I 

There  love  in  fmiling  language  fpeaks, 
There  fpreads  his  rofy  treafures. 


O  !  faireft  maid  !  I  own  thy  power  t 
I  gaze,  I  figh,  and  languifhj 

Yet  ever,  ever  will  adore. 
And  triumph  in  my  anguifli* 

But  eafe,  O  charmer  !  eafe  my  care. 
And  let  my  torments  move  thee  ; 

As  thou  art  faireft  of  the  fair. 
So  I  the  deareft  love  thee. 


[   27  ] 


DUNCAN  DAVISON. 


There  was  a  lafs,  they  ca*d  her  Meg, 

And  flie  gae'd  o'er  the  moor  to  fpin  ; 
There  was  a  lad  that  followed  her, 

They  ca'd  him  Duncan  Davifon  j 
The  moor  was  driegh,  and  Meg  was  fkiegh, 

Her  favour  Duncan  cou'd  na  win  j 
For  wi*  the  rock  fhe  wad  him  knock, 

And  ay  flie  fljook  the  temper  pin. 


As  o'er  the  moor  they  lightly  fcoor, 

A  burn  was  clear,  a  glen  was  green. 
Upon  the  banks  they  eas'd  their  flianks, 

And  ay  Ihe  fet  the  wheel  between  j 
But  Duncan  fware  a  haly  aith 

That  Meg  fhou'd  be  a  bride  the  morn, 
Then  Meg  took  upher  fpinnin  graith. 

And  flang  them  a'  out  o'er  the  burn. 


O  !  we  will  big  a  wee,  wee  houfe. 

And  we  will  live  like  king  and  queen, 
Sae  blythe  and  merry's  we  will  be. 

When  ye  fet  by  the  wheel  at  e'en. 
A  man  may  drink,  and  no  be  drunk, 

A  man  may  fight,  and  no  be  flain  j 
A  man  may  kifs  a  bonny  lafs, 

And  ay  be  welcome  back  again. 
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LEADER    HAUGHS    AND  TARROfT. 


The  morn  was  fair,  faft  was  the  air. 

All  nature's  fvveets  were  fp ringing  : 
The  buds  did  blow  with  filver  dew. 

Ten  thoufand  birds  were  fmging; 
When  on  the  bent,  with  blyth  content, 

Youn<4  Jamie  fang  his  marroWj 
Kae  bonnier  lafs  e'er  trod  the  grafs, 

On  leader  haughs  and  Yarrow. 

How  fweet  her  face,  where  every  grace. 

In  heavenly  beauty ""s  planted  ; 
Her  fmiling  een,  and  comely  mien. 

That  nac  f  erfedion  wanted  ! 
I'll  never  fret,  nor  ban  my  fate, 

But  blefs  my  bonny  marrow  : 
it  her  dear  fmile  my  doubts  beguile. 

My  mind  ftiall  ken  nae  forrow. 


Yet  tho'  flie's  fair,  and  has  full  lhare 

Of  every  charm  inchanting, 
Each  good  turns  ill,  and  foon  will  kill 

Poor  me,  if  love  be  wanting. 
O!  bonny  lafs,  have  but  the  grace 

To  think  ere  ye  gae  further. 
Your  joys  maun  flit,  if  you  commit 

The  crying  fin  of  murder. 

My  wand'ring  ghaift  will  ne'er  getreftj 

And  day  and  night  affright  ye ; 
But  if  ye're  kind,  wi'  joyful  mind 

I'll  ftudy  to  delight  ye ; 
Our  years  around  with  love  thus  crown 'd 

From  all  things  joy  lhall  borrow  : 
Thus  none  lhall  be  more  blefl  than  we. 

On  leader  haughs  and  Yarrow. 


O  !  fweeteft  Sue  !  'tjs  only  you 

Can  make  life  worth  my  wiflies. 
If  equal  love  your  mind  can  move 

To  grant  this  befl:  of  blilTes. 
Thou  art  my  Sun  !  and  thy  leafl:  frown 

Would  blaft  me  in  the  bloffom  j 
But  if  thou  fhine,  and  make  me  thine, 

I'll  flourifli  in  thy  bofom. 


C  29  J 


t/JP   IN  THE    MORNING  EARLK 


CaULD  blaws  the  wind  frae  eafl  to  weft. 

The  drift  is  driving  fairly  j 
Sae  loud  and  fhrill  I  hear  the  blaft, 
I*m  fure  it's  winter  fairly. 

Up  in  the  morning's  nae  for  me. 

Up  in  the  morning  early, 
When  a'  the  hills  are  clad  wi'  fnaw, 
I'm  fure  it  is  winter  fairly. 

The  birds  fit  chittering  in  the  thorn, 

A'  day  they  fare  but  fparely  j 
And  lang's  the  night  frae  e'en  to  morn> 

I'm  fure  it's  winter  fairly. 

Up  in  the  morning's,  &c. 
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FIFE  AISID  A'  THE  LANDS  ABOUT  IT. 


AlLAN  by  his  grief  excited. 

Long  the  victim  of  defpair. 
Thus  deplorM  his  pa'flion  flighted, 

Thus  addrefsM  the  fcornful  fair  : 
Fife  and  a'  the  lands  about  it, 

Undefiring  1  can  fee  ; 
Joy  may  crown  my  days  without  it, 

Not,  my  charmer,  without  thee. 

Muft  I  then  for  ever  languifh, 

Still  complaining,  flill  endure  j 
Can  her  form  create  an  anguiih 

Which  her  foul  difdains  to  cure  ! 
Why,  by  hopelefs  paffion  fated, 

Muft  I  ftill  thofe  eyes  admire, 
Whilft  unheeded,  unregretted. 

In  her  prefence  I  expire. 


Would  thy  charms  improve  their  power, 

Timely  think,  relentlefs  maid  ! 
Beauty  is  a  fhort-liv'd  flower, 

Deftin'd  but  to  bloom  and  fade  ! 
Let  that  Heaven,  whofe  kind  impreffion 

All  thy  lovely  features  fhew, 
Melt  thy  foul  to  foft  compaffion, 

For  a  fuff'ring  lover's  woe. 

See  my  colour  quickly  fading, 

To  a  fad  portentous  pale  : 
See  cold  death  thy  fcorn  upbraiding, 

O'er  my  vital  frame  prevail. 
Vain,  alas  !  expodulation, 

'Tis  not  thine  her  love  to  gain  ; 
But  with  filent  reHgnation^ 

Bid  adieu  to  life  and  pain. 
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rM  O'ER  rOUNG  TO  MARRT  TET. 


I  AM  my  mammy's  ae  bairn, 
Wi'  unco  folk  I  weary,  fir. 
And  running  wi'  a  man  awa, 
I'm  fley'd  it  make  me  irie,  fir. 
I'm  o'er  young,  I'm  o'er  young, 
I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet ; 
I'm  o'er  young,  'twad  be  a  fin 
To  tak  me  frae  my  mammy  yet. 

Fu'  loud  and  flirill  the  frofty  wind 
Blaws  thro'  the  leaflefs  timmer,  fir  ; 

But  if  ye  come  this  gate  again, 
I'll  aulderbe  gin  fimmer,  fir. 

I'm  o'er  young,  &c. 
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MT  AIN   KIND    D  E  A  R  T,  Ol 


Will  ye  gang  o'er  the  lee-rigg, 

My  ain  kind  deary,  O  I 
And  cuddle  there  fae  kindly 

Wi'  me,  my  kind  deary,  O  ? 

At  thornie  dike  and  birken  tree. 

We'll  dafF,  and  ne'er  be  weary,  O  ! 

They'll  fcug  ill  een  frae  you  and  me, 
My  ain  kind  deary,  O ! 


Nae  heards  wi'  kent  or  colly  there. 
Shall  ever  come  to  fear  ye,  Of 

But  lav'rocks  whiftling  in  the  air. 
Shall  woo,  like  me,  their  deary,  O  1 

While  others  herd  their  lambs  and  ewes. 
And  toil  for  warld's  gear,  my  Jo, 

Upon  the  lee  my  pleafure  grows, 
Wi'  you,  my  kind  deary,  O ! 
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i)  A  I  N  7  r   B  A  V  r. 


By  drinking  drive  dull  care  away, 
Be  brilk  and  airy, 
Never  vary 
In  your  tempers,  but  be  gay  ; 

Let  mirth  know  no  celTation  : 
We  all  were  born,  mankind  agree, 
From  dull  refledlion  to  be  free. 
But  he  that  drinks  not,  cannot  be  : 
Then  anfwer  your  creation. 


When  Cupid  wounds,  grave  Hymen  heals. 
Then  all  our  whining, 
Wifhing,  flriving. 
To  embrace  what  beauty  yields. 

Is  left  when  in  pofTeffion  j 
But  Bacchus  fends  fuch  treafure  forth, 
Poffeffion  never  palls  its  worth. 
We  always  wifh'd  for't  from  our  birth. 
And  fhall  for  ever  wifh  on. 
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[    34  ] 


PENTLAND  HILLS. 


When  the  bright  god  of  day  drove  weftvvard  Rofy  bowers,  flie  fang,  while  the  harmony  runrr, 
his  ray,  And  the  birds  they  all  flutt'ring  arrive  ; 

And  the  ev'ning  was  charming  and  clear,  Th'  induftrious  bees,  from  the  flov/crs  and  trecSj 
Thefwallows  amain  nimbly  fkim  o'er  the  plain.         Gently  hum  with  their  fweets  to  their  hive. 

And  our  fhadows  like  giants  appear. 

In  ajeflamine  bow'r,when  the  bean  was  in  flow'r.  The  gay  gOd  of  love,  as  he  flew  o'erthcgrOve, 
And  zephyrs  breath'd  odours  around  :  By  zephyrs  conduced  along  : 

Lov'd  Celia  was  fet,  with  her  fong  and  her  lut,  A&lhe  touch'd  on  the  firings  he  beat  time  with  his 
And  Ihe  charm'd  all  the  grove  with  the  found.  wings. 

And  Echo  repeated  the  fong. 
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,  D  U  N  C  AN    G  R  A  r. 


T^e  words  by  P.  P. 


Cynthia,  be  as  kind  as  fair:  Let  the  world  thy  juftice  found, 

Bid  me  not  with  tears  depart,  *Tis  but  common  juftice,  fure ! 

'Twas  thy  graces  laid  the  fnare.  As  thine  eyes  have  dealt  the  wound, 

T*was  thy  beauty  caught  my  heart.  Thofe  fweet  lips  fliould  give  the  cure. 
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M  AG  <}  r  LAUDER. 


VV  HA  wad  na  be  in  love 

Wi'  bonny  Maggy  Lauder  ? 
A  piper  met  her  gaun  to  Fife, 

And  fpeer'd  what  was't  they  ca'd  her ; 
Right  fcomfully  fhe  anfwer'd  him. 

Begone,  ye  hallanfhaker. 
Jog  on  your  gate,  you  bladderflcate. 

My  name  is  Maggy  Lauder. 

Maggy,  quoth  he,  and  by  my  bags, 

I'm  fidging  fain  to  fee  thee  : 
Sit  down  by  me,  my  bonny  bird,  . 

In  trouth  1  winna  fteer  thee  j 
For  I'm  a  piper  to  my  trade, 

My  name  is  Rob  the  Ranter, 
The  lafles  loup  as  they  were  daft. 

When  I  blaw  up  my  chanter. 


Piper,  quoth  Mag,  h'a«  you  your  bags, 

Or  is  your  drone  in  order  ? 
If  ye  be  Rob,  I've  heard  of  you, 

Live  you  upo*  the  border  ? 
The  lafles  a'  baitli  far  and  near. 

Have  heard  of  Rob  the  Ranter  : 
I'll  fhake  my  foot  wi' right  good  will, 

Gif  you'll  bla*  up  your  chanter. 

Then  to  his  bags  he  flew  wi'  fpeed. 

About  the  drone  he  twifted  ; 
Meg  up  and  wallop 'd  o'er  the  green. 

For  brawly  could  fhe  frifk  it  : 
Weel  done,  quoth  he,  play  up,  quoth  fhe, 

Weel  bobb'd,  quoth  Rob  the  Ranter, 
*Tis  worth  my  while  to  play  indeed. 

When  I  get  fic  a  dancer. 


Weel  hae  you  play'd  your  part,  quoth  fhe. 

Your  cheeks  are  like  the  crimfon  j 
There's  nane  in  Scotland  plays  fae  weel, 

Since  we  lofl  Habby  Simfon. 
I've  liv'd  in  Fife,  baith  maid  and  wife, 

Thefe  ten  years  and  a  quarter  ; 
Gin  you  fhould  come  to  Enfter  fair, 

Spier  ye  for  Maggy  Lauder. 
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HOW  CAN  I  BE  SAD  ON  MT  WEDDING  DAT, 


How  fhall  I  be  fad  when  a  hufband  I  hae. 
That  has  better  fenfe  than  any  of  thae, 
Sour  weak  lilly  fellows,  that  ftudy  like  fools. 
To  fink  their  ain  joy,  and  make  their  wives  fnools  ? 
The  man  who  is  prudent  ne*er  light  lies  his  wife. 
Or  with  dull  reproaches  encourages  ftrife  j 
He  praifes  her  virtues,  and  ne'er  will  abufe 
Her  for  a  fmall  failing,  but  find  an  excufe. 
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N  A  N  N.  r  O  t 


rhe  words  by  W.  PEARCE,  Efq. 


While,  abfent  from  thefe  faithful  arms. 

O'er  diftant  hills  my.  Henry  hies, 
Fears,  fondly-framed,  my  breaft  alarms. 

And  tears  of  paffion  bathe  my  eyes  : 
Along  this  fecret  grove  I  ftray, 

For  oft  at  Eve  I've  met  him  here  j 
And,  to  illufive  thought  a  prey, 

I  turn,  and  fancy  he  is  near  ! 


Beneath  thefe  oaks  how  wou*d  he  kneel, 

And  vow  his  love  with  life  fhou'd  laft  I 
But  memory  heightens  all  I  feel — 

With  pain  I  recolle6t  the  paft  I 
Some  Fairy  guide  me  to  the  fpot, 

Where  hides  the  fov'reign  of  this  heart 
Adieu,  ye  vales  ! — adieu,  fweet  cot ! 

My  fnowy  lambs  and  I — muft  part. 


Thro*  woods  and  wilds — 'midft  thorns  and  brakes, 

For  thee,  dear  lad  !  my  way  I'll  keep, 
'Till  llrength  this  tender  frame  forfakesj 

When  wearied, — lie  me  down  and  weep  ! 
But  O  !  return — perfidious  fwain  I 

Thou,  airy  Wand'rer>  ceafe  to  rove  j 
Ah  ! — hafte  to  thefe  fond  arms  again. 

For  none  you  meet  like  me  will  love  ! 


[   39  ] 


WOO'D  AND  MARRIED  AND  A\ 


1  HE  bride  came  out  o*  the  byre, 

And  O  !  as  fhe  dighted  her  cheeks  ! 
Sirs,  I'm  to  be  married  the  night, 

And  has  neither  blankets  nor  flieets, 
Has  neither  blankets  nor  fheets. 

Nor  fcarce  a  coverlet  too  j 
The  bride  that  has  a'  thing  to  borrow. 
Has  e'en  right  meikle  to  do. 

Chorus. 

Woo'd  and  married  and  a*, 
Woo'd  and  married  and  a'. 
An  was  nae  fhe  very  weel  ajff, 
That  was  woo'd  and  married  and  a'. 

Out  fpake  the  bride's  father. 

As  he  came  in  frae  the  plough  j 
O  !  had  ye 're  tongue,  my  daughter, 

And  ye's  get  gear  enough  j 
The  ftirk  that  jftands  i'  th'  tether, 

And  our  bra'  bafin'd  yade. 
Will  carry  ye  hame  your  corn, 

What  wad  ye  be  at,  ye  jade  ? 

Woo'd  and  married  and  a',  &;c. 


Out  fpake  the  bride's  mither, 

What  d — 1  need  a'  this  p  i  v=  ^ 
I  had  nae  a  plack  in  my  pouch 

That  night  I  was  a  bride  i 
My  gown  was  linfey  woolfey. 

And  ne'er  a  fark  ava  ; 
And  ye  hae  ribbons  and  bufkins, 

Mae  than  ane  or  twa. 

Woo'd  and  married  and  a*,  &c» 

Out  fpake  the  bride's  brither. 

As  he  came  in  wi'  the  kie. 
Poor  Willie  had  ne'er  a  tane  ye. 

Had  he  kent  ye  as  weel  as  I ; 
For  you  're  baith  proud  and  faucy. 

And  nae  for  a  poor  man's  wife; 
Gin  I  canna  get  a  better, 

rfe  never  take  ane.  i'  my  life. 

Woo'dand  married  and  a',  &c. 

Out  fpake, the  bride's  fifter. 
As  fhe  came  in  frae  the  byre, 

0  !  gin  I  were  but  rnarried  ! 
It's  a'  that  I  defire  ; 

But  we,  poor  fo'k,  maun  live  fingle, 
And  do  the  befi  we  can  j 

1  dinna  care  what  I  fhould  want, 

If  I  cou'd  get  but  a  man. 

Woo'd  and  married  and  a*,  &g- 
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[    40  ] 


BLUE  BONNETS. 


By  P.  P. 

Wherefore  fighing  art  thou ,  Ph  i  L  L I  s  ? 

Has  thy  prime  unheeded  paft  ? 
Haft  thou  found  that  Beauty's  lilies 

Were  not  made  for  aye  to  lafl: ! 

Know  thy  form  was  once  a  treafure, 

Then  it  was  thy  hour  of  fcorn — 
Since  thou  then  denied'fl  the  pleafure, 

Now  'tis  fit  that  thou  fliou'dfl:  mourn. 


[    41  ] 


WAUKING    0'    THE  FAULD. 


My  Peggy  is  a  young  thing, 

Juft  enter'd  in  her  teens  ; 
Fair  as  the  day,  and  fvveet  as  May, 

Fair  as  the  day,  and  always  gay ; 
My  Peggy  is  a  young  thing, 

And  Fm  nae  very  auld, 
Yet  weel  I  hke  to  meet  her  at 

The  wanking  o'  the  fauld. 

My  Peggy  fpeaks  fae  fweetly. 

When  e'er  we  meet  alane, 
I  wifli  nae  mair  to  lay  my  care, 

I  wifh  nae  mair  o'  a'  that's  rare., 
My  Peggy  fpeaks  fae  fweetly. 

To  a'  the  lave  Fm  cauld  j 
-  But  file  gars  a'  my  fpirits  glow. 

At  wauking  o'  the  fauld. 


My  Peggy  fmiles  fae  kindly, 

When  e'er  I  whifper  love  ; 
That  I  look  down  on  a'  the- town. 

That  I  look  down  upon  a  crown. 
My  Peggy  fmiles  fae  kindly. 

It  makes  me  blyth  and  bauld  j 
And  naething  gi'es  me  fic  delight. 

As  wauking  o'  the  fauld. 

My  Peggy  fings  fae  faftly. 

When  on  my  pipe  I  play  j 
By  a'  the  reft  it  is  confeft. 

By  a'  the  reft  ftie  fings  the  beft. 
My  Peggy  fings  fae  faftly. 

And  in  her  fangs  are  tauld, 
With  innocence,  the  wall  of  fenfe. 

At  wauking  o'  the  fauld. 
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JOHN,    C  OME   KISS   ME  NO 


When  charming  Chloe  gently  walks* 
Or  fweetly  fmiles,  or  gaily  talks  ; 
No  goddefs  can  with  her  compare. 
So  fweet  her  looks,  fo  foft  her  air. 

In  whom  fo  many  charms  are  plac*d,| 
Is  with  a. mind  as  nobly  grac*d  $ 
With  fparkling  wit  and  folid  fenfe. 
And  foft  perfualive  eloquence. 
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C   43  3 


MOUNT   TO  UR  BAGGAGE. 


When  the  drums  do  beat 
And  the  cannons  rattle. 
Thou  lhalt  fit  in  ftate 

And  fee  thy  love  in  battle, 

O  !  mount  and  go,  &c. 

When  the  vanquifh'd  foe 

Sues  for  peace  and  quiet. 
To  the  fhades  we'll  go. 

And  in  love  enjoy  it. 

O  !  mount  and  go,  &c. 


mount  and  go. 
Mount  and  make  you  ready* 
O !  mount  and  go. 

And  be  a  captain's  lady. 
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[    44  ] 


YE  GODS!  WAS  STREP  HON' S  PICTURE  BLEST. 


Ye  Gods  !  was  Strephon's  pidure  blefl; 
With  the  fair  heav'n  of  Chloe's  breaft  ? 
Move  fofter,  thou  fond  fluttering  heart, 
Oh  !  gently  throb — too  fierce  thou  art. 
Tell  me,  thou  brightefl  of  thy  kind, 
For  Strephon  was  the  blifs  defign'd  ? 
For  Strephon's  fake,  dear  charming  maid, 
Didft  thou  prefer  his  wand'ring  fhade  ? 

And  thou,  blefs'd  lhade  !  that  fweetly  art 
Lodg'd  fo  near  my  Chloe's  heart, 
For  me  the  tender  hour  improve. 
And  foftly  tell  how  dear  I  love. 
Ungrateful  thing  !  it  fcorns  to  hear. 
Its  wretched  mafter's  ardent  prayer, 
Ingroffing  all  that  beauteous  heaven, 
That  Chloe,  lavifh  maid,  has  given. 


I  cannot  blame  thee  ;  were  I  lord 
Of  all  the  wealth  thefe  breafts  afford, 
I'd  be  a  mifer  too,  nor  give 
An  alms  to  keep  a  god  alive. 
Oh  !  fmile  not  thus,  my  lovely  fair. 
On  thefe  cold  looks,  that  lifelefs  are  ; 
Prize  him,  whofe  bofom  glows  with  fire. 
With  eager  love,  and  foft  delire. 

'Tis  true  thy  charms,  O  !  powerful  maid, 
To  life  can  bring  the  filent  fhade  : 
Thou  canft  furpafs  the  painter's  art. 
And  real  warmth  and  flames  impart  ; 
But,  Oh  !  it  ne'er  can  love  like  me, 
I  everlov'd,  and  lov'd  but  thee  ; 
Then,  charmer,  grant  my  fond  requefl, 
Say,  thou  canfl  love,  and  make  me  bleil. 


C    45  ] 


S  L  E  E  P  r    B  O  D  I  E. 


A  LTHO*  I  be  but  a  country  lafs.  What  tho'  I  k^p  my  father's  (heep  ? 

Yet  a  lofty  mind  I  bear,  O,  The  thing  that  muft  be  done,  O, 

And  think  myfell  as  good  as  thofe  With  garlands  of  the  fineft  flowers 

That  rich  apparel  wear,  O.  To  fhade  me  frae  the  fun,  O. 

Altho'  my  gown  be  hame-fpun  grey,  When  they  are  feeding  pleafantly, 

My  fkin  it  is  as  faft,  O,  Where  grafs  and  flowers  do  fpring,  O, 

As  them  that  fatin  weeds  do  wear,  Then  on  a  flow'ry  bank  at  noon, 

And  carry  their  heads  aloft,  O.  I  fet  me  down,  and  fing,  O. 


My  Paifley  Piggy  cork'd,  with  fage. 

Contains  my  drink,  but  thin,  O, 
No  wines  do  e*er  my  brain  enrage, 

Or  tempt  my  mind  to  fin,  O. 
My  country  curds  and  wooden  fpoon, 

I  think  them  unco  fine,  O, 
And  on  a  flow'ry  bank  at  noon, 

I  fet  me  down,  and  dine,  O. 
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[   46  ] 


THE  GARD'NER  WV  HIS  PAIDLE, 


W^HEN  rofy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers, 
To  deck  her  gay  green  fpreading  bowers. 
Then  bufy,  bufy  are  his  hours^ 

The  gard'ner  wi*  his  paidle. 
The  chryftal  waters  gently  fa*, 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a*. 
The  fcenred  breezes  round  him  blaw 

The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 


When  purple  morning  flarts  the  hare. 

To  fteal  upon  her  early  fare  : 

Then  thro*  the  dews  he  maun  repair. 

The  gard*ner  wi'  his  paidle. 
When  day,  expiring  in  the  weft. 
The  curtain  draws  o*  nature's  reft, 
He  flees  to  her  arms  he  loves  the  beft. 

The  gard'ner  wi*  his  paidle. 


I   47  } 


THE   BRISK   rOVNG  LAD. 


There  came  a  young  man  to  my  daddy's  Gae,  get  ye  gone,  ye  cauldrife  wooer, 

door.  Ye  four-looking  cauldrife  wooer. 

My  daddy's  door,  my  daddy's  door,  I  ftraightway  lliow'd  him  to  th'  door^ 

There  came  a  young  man  to  my  daddy's  door,  Saying,  come  nae  mair  to  woo. 

Came  feeking  me  to  woo  j  And  vow  but,  &c. 


And  vow  but  he  was  a  braw  young  lad, 
A  brifk  young  lad,  and  a  braw  young  lad, 
And  vow  but  he  was  a  braw  young  lad, 
Came  feeking  me  to  woo. 

But  I  was  baking  when  he  came. 
When  he  came,  when  became  ; 
1  took  him  in,  and  ga'e  him  a  fcone 
To  thow  his  frozen  mou'. 

And  vow  but,  &c. 

I  fet  him  in  afide  the  bink, 
I  ga'e  him  bread,  and  ale  to  drink 
And  ne'er  a  blyth  ftyme  wad  he  blink, 
Until  that  he  wasfou. 

And  vow  but,  &c. 


There  lay  a  duck-dub  before  the  door. 
Before  the  door,  before  the  door ; 
There  lay  a  duck-dub  before  the  door. 
And  there  fell  he,  I  trow. 

And  vow  but,  &c. 

Out  came  the  good  man  and  high  he  fhouted, 
Out  came  the  goodwife  and  lowfhe  loiitcd, 
And  a'  the  town  neighbours  were  gather 'd 
about  it  J 
And  there  lay  he  I  trow. 

And  vow  but,  &c. 

Then  out  came  I,  and  fneer'd  and  fmil'd, 
Ye  came  to  woo,  but  ye're  a'  beguil'd, 
Ye'ave  fa'en  i'  the  dirt,  and  ye're  a'  befj  I'd, 
We'll  ha'e  nae  mair  o'  you. 

And  vow  but,  &c. 
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CUMBERNAULD    HO  US^. 


w  HERE  winding  Forth  adorns  the  valci 
Fond  Strephon,  once  a  fhepherd  gay. 

Did  to  the  rocks  his  lot  bewail, 

And  thus  addrefs'd  his  plaintive  lay  i 

O  !  Julia,  more  than  lily  fair. 

More  blooming  than  the  op'ning  rofe. 
How  can  thy  breaft,  relentlefs,  wear 

A  heart  more  cold  than  Winter's  fnows* 
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[    49  ] 


O!   CAN  rOU  SEW  CUSHIONS. 


O  !  can  you  few  cufliions,  and  can  you  few  llieets. 
And  can  you  fing  balla  loo  when  the  bairn  greets. 
And  hee  and  baw  birdie,  and  hee  and  baw  lamb. 
And  hee  and  baw  birdie,  my  bonny  wee  Iamb  ? 
Hee  O  !  wee  O  !  what  wou*d  I  do  wi*  you  ? 
Black's  the  life  that  I  lead  wi'  you  i 
Mony  o*  you,  little  for  to  gi'  you, 
Hee  O  !  wee  O  !  what  wou'd  I  do  wi'  you  ? 
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[   50  ] 


HERE*S  A  HEALTH  TO  Mr  TRUE  LOVE, 


10  me  what  are  riches  encumb'red  with  care. 
To  me  what  is  pomp's  infignificant  glare. 
No  minion  of  fortune,  no  pageant  of  flate. 
Shall  ever  induce  me  to  envy  his  fate. 

Let  rakes  in  a  paramour's  love  acquiefce. 
Or  jealoufies  ftifle  in  noify  excefs. 
Such  pleafures  I  court  as  my  foul  can  review, 
Nor  tumults  attend,  nor  compund:ions  purfue. 

Their  perfonal  graces  let  fops  idolize, 
Whofe  life  is  but  death  in  a  fplendid  difguife, 
But  foon  the  pale  tyrant  his  right  fhall  refume. 
And  all  their  faint  luftre  be  hid  in  the  tomb. 


Let  the  meteor  difcovery  attradl  the  fond  fage. 
On  fruitlefs  refearches  for  life  to  engage, 
Content  with  my  portion  the  reft  I  forego. 
Nor  labour  to  gain  difappointment  and  woe. 

Contemptibly  fond  of  contemptible  felf, 
While  mifers  their  wifhes  concentre  in  pelf. 
Let  the  godlike  delight  of  imparting  be  mine, 
Enjoyment  refledled  is  pleafure  divine. 

Extenfive  dominion  and  abfolute  power. 
May  tickle  ambition  perhaps  for  an  hour. 
But  power  in  pofleffion  foon  lofes  its  charms, 
While  confcience  remonftrates,  and  terror 
alarms. 


With  vigour,  O  !  teach  me,  kind  heaven,  to  fuftain 
Thofe  ills  which  in  life  to  be  fuffer'd  remain : 
And,  when  'tis  allow'd  me  the  goal  to  defcry. 
For  my  fpecies  I  iiv'd,  for  myfelf  let  me  die. 


[    Si  ] 


MERRT  MAT  THE  MAID  BE. 


O  J  merrry  may  the  maid  be, 

That  marries  the  miller, 
For  foul  day  and  fair  day 

He*s  ay  bringing  till  her; 
He's  ay  a  penny  in  his  purfe 

For  dinner  and  for  fupper  ; 
And  gin  Ihe  pleafe,  a  gude  fat  cheefe. 

And  lumps  of  yellow  butter. 

When  Jamie  firft  did  woo  me, 

I  fpeir'd  what  was  his  calling  ? 
Fair  maid,  fays  he,  O  !  come  and  fee, 

Ye're  welcome  to  my  dwalling : 
Tho*  I  was  Ihy,  yet  I  cou'd  fpy 

The  truth  of  what  he  told  me, 
And  that  his  houfe  was  warm  and  couth. 

And  room  in  it  to  hold  me. 


Behind  the  door  a  bag  of  meal. 

And  in  the  kift  was  plenty 
Of  gude  hard  cakes  his  mither  bakes, 

And  bannocks  were  nae  fcanty  ; 
A  gude  fat  fow,  a  fleeky  cow, 

Was  flandin  in  the  byre ; 
Whilft  lazy  poufs,  with  mealy  moufe. 

Was  playing  at  the  fire. 

Gude  figns  are  thefe,  my  mither  fays. 

And  bids  me  tak  the  miller, 
For  foul  day  and  fair  day 

He's  ay  bringing  till  her  ; 
For  meal  nor  malt  Ihe  does  nae  want. 

Nor  any  thing  that's  dainty. 
And  now  and  then  a  keckling  hen 

To  lay  her  eggs  in  plenty. 


In  winter,  when  the  wind  and  rain 

Blaws  o'er  the  houfe  and  byre. 
He  fits  befide  a  clean  hearth-flane 

Before  a  roufing  fire  ; 
With  nut-brown  ale  he  tells  his  tale, 

Which  rows  him  o'er  fou  nappy. 
Who'd  be  a  king — a  petty  thing. 

When  a  miller  lives  fo  happy. 
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THE  MUCKING  OF  GEORDWS  STRE. 


As  I  went  over  yon  meadow^ 

And  carelefsly  palTed  along, 
I  liften'd  with  pleafure  to  Jenny, 

While  mournfully  finging  this  fong  : 

The  mucking  of  Geordie's  byrd, 

And  the  fhooling  the  Gruip  fae  cleari> 

Has  aft  gart  me  fpend  the  night  fleeplefs. 
And  brought  the  faUt  tears  in  my  een. 

It  was  not  my  father's  pleafure. 
Nor  was  it  my  mither's  defire. 

That  ever  I  puddl'd  my  fingers 

Wi'  the  mucking  o'  Geordie's  byre. 

The  mucking,  &c. 


Though  the  roads  were  ever  fae  filthy. 
Or  the  day  fae  fcoury  and  foul, 

I  wou'd  ay  be  ganging  wi'  Geordie, 
I  lik'd  it  far  better  than  fchool. 

The  mucking,  &c.- 

My  brither  abufes  me  daily 
For  being  wi*  Geordie  fae  free. 

My  filler  fhe  ca's  me  hood-winked, 
Becaufe  he's  below  my  degree. 

The  mucking,  &c. 

But  weel  do  I  like  my  young  Geordie, 
Altho'  he  was  cunning  and  flee  ; 

He  ca's  me  his  dear  and  his  honey. 

And  I  am  fure  that  my  Geordie  loo's  mc. 
The  mucking,  &c. 
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TIBBT  FOWLER, 


TiBBY  Fowler  o*  the  glen, 

There's  o'er  mony  wooing  at  her  ; 

Tibby  Fowler  o'  the  glen, 

There's  o'er  mony  wooing  at  her  j 

Courting  at  her,'wooing  at  her. 
Seeking  at  her,  canna  get  her  j 
Filthy  elf,  it's  for  her  pelf 
That  a'  the  lads  are  wooing  at  her. 

Ten  came  eaft,  and  ten  came  weft. 
And  ten  came  rowing  o'er  the  water  } 

Twa  gaid  down  the  lang  dyke  fide, 
There's  twa-and-thirty  wooing  at  her. 

Courting  at  her,  &c, 

Fye  upon  the  filthy  fnort. 

There's  o'er  mony  wooing  at  her  ; 
Fifteen  came  frae  Aberdeen  ; 

There's  feven-and-forty  wooing  at  her. 

Courting  at  her,  &c. 


Be  a  laffie  ne'er  fae  fine, 

Ginn  flie  want  the  penny  filler. 
She  may  live  till  ninety-nine 

E're  fhe  get  a  man  till  her. 

Cpurting  at  her,  &c* 

Be  a  laflie  ne'er  fo  black, 

Gi'e  her  the  name  of  meikle  filler. 
And  fet  her  on  a  hill  tap. 

The  wind  will  bla'  a  man  till  her. 

Courting  at  her,  &c* 

She's  got  pendels  to  her  lugs, 
Cockle-fhells  wad  fet  her  better. 

High  heel'd  fhoon,  and  filler  ftuds. 
And  a'  the  lads  are  courting  at  her. 

Courting  at  her,  &c. 

In  came  Frank,  wi'  his  lang  legs, 

Gar'd  a'  the  ftairs  play  clitter  clatter  j 

Had  awa,  young  men,  he  begs. 
For,  by  my  footh  I  will  be  at  her. 

Courting  at  her,  &c. 
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[   54  ] 


LOVE  WILL  FIND  OUT  THE  WAT, 


Q/UITE  over  the  mountains, 

And  over  the  waves. 
Quite  over  the  fountains 

And  under  the  graves  ; 
O'er  floods  that  aredeepeft 

Which  Neptune  obey. 
O'er  rocks  that  are  fteepeft, 

Love  will  find  out  the  way. 

Where  there  is  no  place 

For  the  glow-worm  to  lie. 
Where  there  is  no  fpace 

For  the  receipt  of  a  fly ; 
Where  the  midge  dare  not  venture, 

Lefl:  herfelf  faft  fhe  lay  j 
But  if  Love  come  he  will  enter. 

And  foon  find  out  his  way. 


You  may  efteem  him 

A  child  in  his  force. 
Or  you  may  deem  him 

A  coward,  which  is  worfe ; 
But  if  fhe,  whom  love  doth  honour, 

Be  conceal'd  from  the  day, 
Set  a  thoufand  guards  upon  her. 

Love  will  find  out  the  way. 

Some  think  to  lofe  him, 

Which  is  too  unkind  j 
And  fome  do  fuppofe  him. 

Poor  thing !  to  be  blind  ; 
But  if  ne'er  fo  clofeye  wall  him, 

Do  the  befl:  that  ye  may. 
Blind  Love,  if  fo  ye  call  him, 

Will  find  out  the  way. 


You  may  train  the  eagle 

To  fl:oop  to  your  fift. 
Or  you  may  inveigle 

The  Phoenix  of  the  Eafi:  j  . 
The  lionefs  ye  may  move  her 

To  give  o'er  her  prey. 
But  you'll  never  flop  a  lover. 

He  will  find  out  the  way. 


[    55  ] 


BE  KIND  TO  THE  TOUNG  THING. 


Stella,  darling  of  the  Mufes, 
Fairer  than  the  bloorfting  fpring,  O, 

Sweeteft  theme  the  poet  chufes, 
When  of  thee  he  ftrives  to  fing,  O. 

Whilft  my  foul  with  wonder  traces 
All  thy  charms  of  face  and  mind,  O, 

All  the  beauties,  all  the  graces. 
Of  thy  fex  in  thee  I  find,  O. 

Love,  and  joy,  and  admiration. 
In  my  breafl.  alternate  rife,  O, 

Words  no  more  can  paint  my  pallion 
Than  the  pencil  can  thine  eyes,  O, 


Lavifli  naturBj  thee  adorning, 

O'er  thy  cheeks  and  lips  hath  fpread,  0, 
Colours  that  do  ^hame  the  morning, 

Shining  with  celeflial  red,  O. 

Pallas,  Venus,  now  muft  never 

Boaft  their  charms  triumphant  fit,.0, 

Stella,  bright  outvying  either. 
This  in  beauty,  that  in  wit,  O. 

Cou'd  the  gods,  in  blefs'd  condition. 
Ought  on  earth  with  envy  view,  C' 

Lovely  Stella,  their  ambition, 
Would  be  to  refemble  you>  0« 
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CAULD    KAIL   IN  ABERDEEN, 


There's  cauld  kail  in  Aberdeen, 

An  caftocks  in  Stra'bogie ; 
Gin  I  hae  but  a  bonny  lafs, 

Ye're  welcome  to  your  cogie. 
And  ye  may  fit  up  a'  the  night. 
And  drink  till  it  be  braid  day-light  ; 
Gie  me  a  lafs  baith  clean  and  tight, 

To  dance  the  reel  of  Bogie. 

In  cotillons  the  French  excel, 

John  Bull  in  countra  dances ; 
The  Spaniards  dance  fandangos  well. 

Mynheer  an  all'mand  prances  ; 
In  fourfome  reels  the  Scots  delight. 
The  threefome  maift  dance  wound'rous  light ; 
But  twafome  ding  a'  out  o*  fight, 

Danc'd  to  the  reel  of  Bogie. 


Come,  lads,  and  view  ycur  partnery  Well, 

Wale  each  a  blythfome  rogic, 
ril  take  this  laffie  to  myfel. 

She  fecms  fae  keen  and  vogie  ; 
Now,  piper  lad,  bang  up  the  fpring. 
The  countra  fafhion  is  the  thing. 
To  prie  their  mou*s  ere  we  begin 
To  dance  the  reel  of  Bogie. 

Now  ilka  lad  has  got  a  lafs 

Save  yon  auld  doited  fogie. 
And  ta*en  a  fling  upo*  the  grafs, 

As  they  do  in  Stra'bogie  ; 
But  a'  the  laflies  look  fae  fain, 
We  canna  think  ourfel's  to  hain ; 
For  they  maun  ha'e  their  come  again. 

To  dance  the  reel  of  Bogie. 


Now  a'  the  lads  ha'e  done  their  beft. 
Like  true  men  of  Stra'bogie  ; 

We'll  ftop  a  while  and  tak  a  reft, 
And  tipple  out  a  cogie  ; 

Come  now,  my  lads,  and  tak  your  glafs, 

And  try  ilk  other  to  furpafs, 

In  wiftiing  health  to  every  lafs 
To  dance  the  reel  of  Bogie. 
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SAW'  TE    NAE    Mr  PEGGT^ 


Saw  ye  nae  my  Peggy, 
Saw  ye  nae  my  Peggy, 
Saw  ye  nae  my  Peggy, 

Coming  o'er  the  lee  ? 
Sure  a  finer  creature 
Ne*er  was  form'd  by  nature, 
So  complete  each  feature, 

So  divine  is  flie. 

O  !  how  Peggy  charms  me ; 
Every  look  ftill  warms  me; 
Every  thought  alarms  me. 

Left  flie  love  nae  me ; 
Peggy  doth  difcover 
Naught  but  charms  all  over  ; 
Nature  bids  me  love  her. 

That's  a  law  to  me. 


Who  wou'd  leave  a  lover 
To  become  a  rover  ? 
No,  I'll  ne'er  give  over, 

'Till  I  happy  be ; 
For  fince  love  infp ires  me, 
As  her  beauty  fires  me, 
And  her  abfence  tires  me. 

Naught  can  pleafe  but  Ihe. 

When  I  hope  to  gain  her, 
Fate  feems  to  detain  her, 
Cou'd  I  but  obtain  her, 

Happy  would  I  be ! 
I'll  lie  down  before  her, 
Blefs,  figh,  and  adore  her. 
With  faint  looks  implore  her, 

'Till  Ihe  pity  me* 
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[    5^^  ] 


THE    BANKS    OF   S  P  E  T. 


Talk  not  of  love,  it  gives  me  pain, 

For  love  has  been  my  foe, 
He  bound  me  with  an  iron  chain. 

And  plung'd  me  deep  in  woe ; 
But  Friendlhip's  pure  and  lading  joys 

My  heart  was  form'd  to  prove, 
Then  welcome  win  and  wear  the  prize, 

But  never  talk  of  love. 


Your  friendfhip,  much  can  make  me  bleft^ 

Oh  !  why  that  blifs  deflroy  ? 
Why  urge  the  only  orte,  requefl: 

You  know  I  will  deny  ; 
Your  thought,  if  love  rtiuft  labour  there^ 

Conceal  it  in  that  thought. 
Nor  caufe  me  from  my  bofom  tear 

The  only  friend  I  fought. 
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BIRKS    OF   A  B  ERG  EL  DIE. 


Bonny  laffie,  wm  ye  go. 

Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go  ? 
Bonny  laffie  will  ye  go 

To  the  birks  of  Abergeldie  ? 
Ye  lall  get  a  gown  of  lilk, 
A  gown  of  filk,  a  gown  of  filk, 
Ye  fall  get  a  gown  of  filk. 

And  a  coat  of  callimankie. 


Na,  kind  fir,  I  dare  nae  gang, 
I  dare  nae  gang,  I  dare  nae  gang, 
Na,  kind  fir,  I  dare  nae  gang. 

My  minny  will  be  angry  i 
Sair,  fair,  wad  fhe  flyte  ; 
Wad  fhe  flyte,  wad  fhe  flyte ; 
Sair,  fair,  wad  flie  flyte  j 

And  fair  wad  fhe  ban  me. 
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[    6o  ] 


THE  BONNT  BRUCKET  LASSIE. 


The  bonny  bracket  laffie, 

She  has  the  tearful  een, 
She  was  the  faireft  laffie 

That  danced  on  the  green  ; 
A  lad  he  loo'd  her  dearly. 

She  did  his  love  return. 
But  he  his  vows  has  broken 

And  left  the  maid  to  mourn. 


**  O  !  could  I  live  in  darknefs, 

Or  hide  me  in  the  fea  ; 
•*  Since  my  love  is  unfaithful 

"  And  has  forfaken  me  ; 
*'  No  other  love  I  fuffer'd 

"  Within  my  breaft  tO  dwell, 
**  In  nought  I  have  offended 

"  But:  loving  him  too  well/' 


Her  lover  heard  her  mourning. 

As  by  he  chanc'd  to  pafs  j 
And  prefs'd  unto  his  bofom, 

The  lovely  brucket  lafs  ; 
*'  My  dear,"  he  faid,  "  ceafe  grieving, 

**  Since  that  your  love's  fo  true, 
*'  My  bonny  brucket  laffie, 

rU  faithful  prove  to  you." 
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<rHE   SOGER  LADDIE. 


My  foger  laddie  is  over  the  Tea, 
And  he  will  bring  gold  and  money  to  me  ; 
And  when  he  comes  hame,  he'll  make  me  a 
lady ; 

My  bleflings  gang  wi*  my  foger  laddie* 

My  doughty  laddie  is  handfome  and  brave. 
And  can  as  a  foger  and  lover  behave ; 
True  to  his  country,  to  love  he  is  fteddy  ; 
There's  few  to  compare  with  my  foger  laddie. 


Shield  him,  ye  angels,  frae  death  in  alarms, 
Return  him  with  laurels  to  my  longing  arms. 
Syne  frae  all  my  care  ye'll  pleafantly  free  me, 
When  back  to  my  wifhes  my  foger  ye  gie  me. 

O  !  foon  may  his  honours  bloom  fair  on  his 
brow. 

As  quickly  they  muft,  if  he  get  his  due  : 
For  in  noble  a($lions  his  courage  is  ready. 
Which  makes  me  delight  in  my  foger  laddie. 
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0  f  LET  ME  IN  THIS  AE  NIGHT. 


O  i  LalTie,  art  thou  fleeping  yet ; 
Or  are  you  waking,  I  would  wit  ? 
For  love  has  bound  vae  hand  and  foot. 
And  I  would  fain  be  in,  Jo. 
O  /  let  me  in  this  ae  night,  this  ae,ae,  ae  night , 
O  t  let  me  in  this  ae  nighty  Vll  ne*er  come  back 
again,  Jo, 


The  night  it  is  baith  cauld  and  weet. 
The  morn  it  will  be  fnaw  and  fleet. 
My  fhoon  are  frozen  to  my  feet, 
Wi'  {landing  on  the  plain,  Jo. 

O I  let  met 
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WHEN  SHE  CAME  BEN  SHE  BOBED. 


The  won 

Ah  !  why  to  others  art  thou  fair  ? 

Why  from  thy  bofom's  fnov/y  white, 
Thy  fmiles,  thy  cheeks,- thy  gloffy  hair. 

Shall  other  fhepherds  fteal  delight  ? 

From  morn  to  eve  \tt  me  admire, 

Untir'd,  thy  converfe  fweet  approve  % 

Thy  charms,  that  other  fhepherds  fire, 
O  !  Delia,  wrong  my  conftant  love. 


by  P. 

I  feel  the  beauties  that  are  thine. 
Yet,  let  my  heart  alone  adore  j 

An  avarice  of  love  is  mine. 

That  doats  like  mifers  on  their  ftore. 

Then,  Delia,  view  my  fecret  vale, 

And  with  thy  fmiles  indulge  *he  fwain 

How  blefl  to  tell  the  love-fick  tale 
To  her  whom  thoufands  feek  m  vain. 
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A  L  L  0  W     E  V  N. 


Why  hangs  that  cloud  upon  thy  brow  ? 

That  beauteous  heav'n  e'ervvhile  fercne  ? 
Whence  do  thefe  ftorms  and  tcmpcfts  flow  ? 

Or -what  this  guft  ofpaffiori  mean? 
And  muft  then  mankind  lofe  that  hght. 

Which  in  thine  eyes  was  wont  to  lliine, 
And  lie  obfcur*d  in  endlefs  night. 

For  each  poor  filly  fpeech  of  mine  ? 

Dear  child  !  how  can  I  wrong  thy  name. 

Thy  form  fo  fair,  and  faultlefs,  ftands, 
That  could  ill  tongues  abufe  thy  fame, 

Thy  beauty  could  make  large  amends  i 
Or,  if  I  durft  profanely  try, 

Thy  beauty's  pow'rful  charms  t'  upbraid, 
Thy  virtue  well  might  give  the  lie. 

Nor  call  thy  beauty  to  its  aid. 


For  Venus,  cv'ry  heart  t'enfnare, 

With  all  her  charms  has  dcck'd  thy  face 
And  Pallas,  with,  unufual  care, 

Bids  Wifdom  heighten  ev'ry  grace; 
Who  can  the  double  pain  endure  ? 

Or,  who  mud  not  rcfign  the  field 
To  thee,  celeflial  maid  I  fecure 

With  Cupid's  bow,  and  Pallas'  fliield? 

If  then  to  thee  fach  pow'r  is  giv'n. 

Let  not  a  wretch  in  torment  live  ; 
But  fmile,  and  Idarn  to  copy  heaven, 

Since  v/e  muft  fin  ere  it  forgive. 
Yet  pitying  heaven  not  only  does 

Foro;ive  th'  offender  and  th'  offence. 
But  even  itfelf,  appeas'd,  beftows. 

As  the  reward  of  penitence. 


C  65  3 


ROCKET  WAS  THE  BLrTHEST  LAD. 


Young  jockey  was  the  bly  theft  lad  My  Jockey  toils  upon  the  plain. 

In  a'  our  town,  or  here  awa* ;  Thro'  wind  and  weet,  thro'  froft  and  fnaw; 

Fu'  blyth  he  whiftled  at  the  gaud,  And  o*er  the  lee  I  look  fu*  fain, 

Fu'  lightly  danc'd  he  in  the  ha\  When  Jockey's  owfen  hamcward  ca\ 

He  roos'd  my  een  fae  bonic  blue.  An*  ay  the  night  comes  round  again. 

He  roos'd  my  waift  fae  genty  fma* ;  When  in  his  arms  he  takes  me  a*  i 

An'  aft  my  heart  came  to  my  mou.  An'  ay  he  vows  he'll  be  my  ain, 

When  ne'er  a  body  heard  or  faw.  As  lang's  he  has  a  breath  to  draw. 
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MARG  AREr*S  GHOST. 


TPwAS  at  the  fearful  midnight  hour. 
When  all  were  faft  afleep. 

In  glided  Marg'rct's  grimly  ghoft»-  f"  J  J.-l'irf  ' 
Aad  ilood  at  William's. feet. 

Her  face  was  pale  j  like  April  morn. 

Clad  in  a  wint'ry  cloud ; 
And  clay-cold  washer  lily  hand. 

That  held  her  fable  Ihroud. 

So  lhall  the  faireft  face  appear 

When  youth  and  years  are  flown ;  ■ 

Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  muft  wear. 
When  death  has  reft  their  crown. 

Her  bloom  was  like  the  fpringing  flow'r. 

That  ftps  the  filver  dew ; 
The  rofe  was  budded  in  her  cheek, 

Juft  op'ning  to  the  view. 

But  love  had,  like  a  canker-worm, 

Confum'd  her  early  prime; 
The  rofe  grew  pale,  and  left  her  cheek. 

She  dy'd  before  her  time. 

Awake !  fhe  cry'd,  thy  true  love  calls. 
Come  from  her  midnight  grave; 

Now  let  thy  pity  hear  the  maid. 
Thy  love  refus'd  to  fave. 

This  is  the  dumb  and  dreary  hour 

When  injur'd  ghofts  complain. 
And  aid  the  fecret  fears  of  night 

To  fright  the  faithlefs  man. 

Bethink  thee,  William,  of  thy  fault. 

Thy  pledg'd  and  broken  oath ; 
And  give  me  back  my  maiden  vow. 

And  give  me  back  my  troth. 


How  cou'd  you  fay  my  face  was  fair. 

And  yet  that  face  forfake  ? 
How  cou'd  you  win  my  virgin  heart. 

Yet  leave  that  heart  to  break  ? 

Why  did  you  promife  love  to  me. 

And  not  that  promife  keep  ? 
Why  faid  you  that  my  eyes  were  bright. 

Yet  left  thefe  eyes  to  weep  ? 

How  cou'd  you  fwear  my  lips  were  fweet. 

And  made  the  fcarlet  pale  ? 
And  why  did  I,  young  witlefs  maid. 

Believe  the  flatt'ring  tale  ? 

That  face,  alas !  no  more  Is  fair. 

Thefe  lips  no  longer  red  ; 
Dark  are  my  eyes,  now  clos'd  in  death. 

And  every  charm  is  fled. 

The  hungry  worm  my  fifl:er  is. 

This  winding-flieet  I  wear ; 
And  cold  and  weary  lafts  our  night. 

Till  that  laft  mom  appear. 

But  hark ! — the  cock  has  warn'd  me  hence — 

A  long  and  laft  adieu .' 
Come  fee,  falfe  man !  how  low  (he  lies. 

That  dy'd  for  love  of  you. 

The  lark  fung  out,  the  morning  fmil'd. 

And  rais'd  her  glift'ning  head ; 
Pale  William  quak'd  in  every  limb. 

Then,  raving,  left  his  bed. 

He  hy'd  him  to  the  fatal  place. 

Where  Margaret's  body  lay ; 
And  ftretch'd  him  o'er  the  green  grafs  turf, 

That  wrapt  her  breathlefs  clay. 


And  thrice  he  call'd  on  Margaret's  name. 
And  thrice  he  wept  full  fore  ; 

Then  laid  his  cheek  on  her  cold  grave. 
And  word  fpake  never  more. 
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THEBLACK  EAGLE. 


Hark  !  yonder  eagle  lonely  wails, 
His  faithful  bofom  grief  affails  : 
Laft  night  I  heard  him  in  my  dream. 
When  death  and  woe  were  all  the  theme. 
Like  that  poor  bird,  I  make  my  moan, 
I  grieve  for  deareft  Delia  gone  ; 
With  him  to  gloomy  rocks  I  fly. 
He  mourns  for  love,  and  fo  do  I. 


'Twas  mighty  love  that  tam*d  his  bread, 
'Tis  tender  grief  that  breaks  his  reft  ; 
He  droops  his  wings,  he  hangs  his  head. 
Since  fhe  he  fondly  lov'd  was  dead  ; 
With  Delia's  breath  my  joy  expired, 
*Twas  Delia's  fmiles  my  fancy  fir*d  ; 
Like  that  poor  bird,  I  pine,  and  prove 
Naught  can  fupply  the  place  of  love. 


Dark  as  his  feathers  was  the  fate. 
That  robb'd  him  of  his  darling  mate ; 
Dimm'd  is  the  luftre  of  his  eye, 
That  wont  to  gaze  the  fun-bright  {ky ; 
To  him  is  now  for  ever  loft. 
The  heart-felt  blifs  he  once  cou'd  boaft  j 
Thy  forrows,  haplefsbird,  difplay 
An  image  of  my  foul's  difmay. 
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HOW  LONG  AND  DREART  IS  THE  NIGHT. 


How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night, 
When  I  an>  frae  my  dearie  ! 

I  fleeplefs  lie  frae  e'en  to  morn, 
Tho'  I  were  ne'er  fo  weary ; 

I  fleeplefs  lie  frae  e'en  to  morn, 
Tho'  I  Were  ne'er  fo  weary. 


When  I  think  on  the  happy  days, 
I  fpent  wi'  you,  my  dearie ! 

And  now  what  lands  between  us 
How  can  I  be  but  eerie  ? 

And  now  what  lands,  &c. 


How  flow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours  ! 

As  ye  were  wae  and  weary  ! 
It  was  na  fae  ye  glinted  by. 

When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 
It  was  na  fae  ye  glinted,  &c. 
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BLINK  O'ER  THE  BURN,  SIFEET  BETTT. 


Leave  kindred  and  friends,  fweet  Betty, 

Leave  kindred  and  friends  for  me  ; 
Affur'd  thy  fervant  is  fteady 

To  love,  to  honour,  and  thee. 
The  gifts  of  nature  and  fortune. 

May  fly  by  chance  as  they  came  ; 
They're  grounds  the  deftinies  fport  on. 

But  virtue  is  ever  the  fame. 


Altho'  my  fancy  were  roving, 

Thy  charms  fo  heavenly  appear; 
That  other  beauties  difproving, 

I'd  worftiip  thine  only,  my  dear  j 
And  fhou'd  life's  forrows  embitter 

The  pleafure  we  promis'd  our  loves, 
To  fliare  them  together  is  fitter, 

Than  moan  afunder  like  doves. 
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iVAT  TE  WHA  I  MET  TESTREEN? 


wat  ye  wha  I  met  y-eftreen, 

Coming  thro*  the  broom,  my  Jo  ? 
My  miftrefsi  in  her  tartan  fcreen, 

Fu'  bonnie,  braWj  and  fweet,  my  Jo  j 
My  dear,  quoth  I,  thanks  to  the  night 

That  never  wifh'd  a  lover  ill, 
Since  ye 're  out  of  your  mither's  fight. 

Let's  tak  a  wauk  up  to  the  hill. 


Soon  as  the  clear  good-man  of  day 

Bends  his  morning  draught  of  dew. 
We'll  gae  to  fomeburn  fide  and  play. 

And  gather  flowers  to  bufk  ye'r  brow  i 
We'll  pu'  the  daifies  on  the  green, 

The  lucken  gowans  frae  the  bog  ; 
Between  hands  now  and  then  we'll  leani 

And  fport  upon  the  velvet  fog. 


There's  up  into  a  pleafant  glen, 

A  wee  piece  frae  my  father's  tow'r, 
A  canny,  faft,  and  flow'ry  den, 

Where  circling  birks  have  form'd  a  bow'r  : 
Whene'er  the  fun  grows  high  and  warm. 

We'll  to  that  cauler  fhade  remove  ; 
There  will  I  lock  thee  in  my  arms. 

And  love  and  kifs,  and  kifs  and  lovco 
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MY  MIT'HER'S  AT  GLOWRAN  O'ER  ME. 


A-Iy  mither's  ay  glowran  o'er  me, 
Tho'  fhe  did  the  fame  before  me  y 
I  canna  get  leave 
To  look  to  my  love. 
Or  elfe  fhe'U  be  like  to  devour  me. 

Right  fain  wad  I  take  ye*r  offer. 
Sweet  Sir,  but  I'll  tine  my  tocher } 
Then,  Sandy,  ye'll  fret. 
And  wyte  ye'r  poor  Kate, 
Whene'er  ye  keek  in  your  toom  coffer. 


For,  though  m.y  father  has  plenty 
Of  filler,'and  plenifhing  dainty. 

Yet  he's  unco  fweer. 

To  twin  wi*  his  gear. 
And  fae  we  had  need  to  be  tenty. 

Tutor  my  parents  wi'  caution. 

Be  wylie  in  ilka  motion  3 
Brag  weel  o'  ye'r  land. 
And  there's  my  leal  hand. 

Win  them,  I'll  be  at  your  devotion. 
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rOUNG  DAMON, 


Amid  a  rofy  bank  of  flowers. 

Young  Damon  mourn'd  his  forlorn  fate  ; 
In  fighs  he  fpent  his  languid  hours, 

And  breathed  his  woes  in  lonely  ftate. 

Gay  joy  no  more  fliall  eafe  his  mind. 
No  wanton  fports  can  footh  his  care, 

Since  fweet  Amanda  prov'd  unkind. 
And  left  him  full  of  black  defpair* 


His  looks,  that  were  as  frefti  as  morn, 
Can  now  no  longer  fmiles  impart ; 

His  penfive  foul,  on  fadnefs  borne. 
Is  racked  and  torn  by  Cupid*s  dart. 

Turn,  fair  Amanda !  cheer  your  fwain, 
Unlhroud  him  from  his  veil  of  woe  ; 

Range  every  charm  to  eafe  the  pain, 
That  in  his  tortur*d  breaft  doth  grow. 
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R  0  B  /  IV"  O  *    S  H  ^. 


Robin     ?r>y-.Qnly  Joe, 

Robin  has  the  art  to  loOj 

So  to  his  fuit  I  mean  to  bow, 

Becauf?- 1  ken  he  lop's  me  i 
Happy,  happy,  was  the  fhow'r, 
That  led  me  to  his  birken  bow'r  j 
Where  firft  of  love  I  fand  the  pow'r. 

And  ken'd  that  Robin  loo'd  me. 

They  fpeak  of  napkins,  fpeak  of  rings; 
Speak  of  gloves,  and  kiffing  firings ; 
And  name  a  thoufand  bonny  things, 

And  ca'  them  figns  he  loo's  me  j 
But  I'd  prefer  a  fmack  of  Rob, 
Sporting  on  the  velvet  fog, 
To  gifts  as  lang's  a  plaiden  wobb, 

Becaufe  I  ken  he  loo's  me. 


'    He's  tall  and  .fQnfy,  frank  and  free  * 

Loo'd  by  a',  and  dear  to  me  ; 
"   Wi'  him  I'd  live,  wi'  him  I'd  die, 
Becaufe  rny  Robin  loo's  me. , 
My  titty  Mary  faid  to  me. 
Our  courtflbip  but  a  joke  wad  be. 
And  Lere  ian^  be  made  to  fee 
That  Robin  did  na'  loo'  me. 

But  little  kens  flie  what  has  been 
Me  and  my  honeft  Rob  between, 
And  in  his  wooing,  O  !  fo  keen 

Kind  Robin  is  that  loo's  me  ; 
Then  fly,  ye  lazy  hours,  away. 
And  haflen  on  the  happy  day. 
When,  join'd  our  hands,  mefs  John  fhall  fay, 

And  mak  him  mine  that  loo's  me. 


'Till  then  let  every  chance  unite. 
To  w^eigh  our  love  and  fix  delight. 
And  I'll  look  down  on  fuch  wi'  fpite, 

Wha  doubt  that  Robin  loo's  me. 
O  !  hey,  Robin,  quo'  llie, 
O  !  hey,  Robin,  quo'  fhe, 
O  !  hey,  Robin,  quo'  flie, 

Kind  Robin  loo's  me  f 
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LOGIE   OF  BVCHAN, 


O   Logic  of  Buchan,  O  !  Logic  the  laird. 
They  ha'e  ta'en  awa'  Jamie  thatdelv'd  in  the  yard. 
Who  play'd  on  the  pipe,  wi'  the  viol  fae  fma' ; 
They  ha'e  ta'en  awa'  Jamie  the  flower  o'  them  a' ! 

Chorus, 

He  faid,  think  na  lang,  laflie,  tho'  I  gang  awa'. 
He  faid,  think  na  lang,  laffie,  tho'  I  gang  awa' ; 
For  the  fimmer  is  coming,  cauld  winter's  awa'. 
And  I'll  come  and  fee  thee  in  fpite  o'  them  a'. 


Sandy  has  owfen,  has  gear,  and  has  kye ; 

A  houfe  and  a  hadden,  and  filler  forby. 

But  I'd  takmine  ainlad  Wi'  his  ftafFin  his  hand, 

Before  I'd  ha'e  him  wi'  his  houfes  and  land. 

He  faid,  &c. 

My  daddy  looks  fulky,  my  minny  looks  four. 
They  frown  upon  Jamie  becaufe  he  is  poor ; 
Tho'  I  Jooe  them  as  well  as  a  daughter  Ihou'd  do. 
They  are  oac  half  fae  dear  to  me,  Jamie,  as  you. 

He  faid,  &c. 


I  fit  on  my  creepie,  and  Ipin  at  my  wheel. 
And  think  on  the  laddie  that  loo'd  me  fae  weel ; 
He  had  but  a  fix-pence,  he  brak  it  in  twa. 
And  he  gicd  me  the  ha'f  o't,  when  he  gaed  awa'. 

Chorus: 

Then  hafte  ye  back,  Jamie,  and  bide  na  awa% 
Then  hafte  ye  back,  Jamie,  and  bide  na  awa'  j 
Simmer  is  coming,  cauld  winter's  awa' 
And  ye'll  come  and  fee  me  in  fpite  o'  them  a'. 
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M  r    E  P  P  I  E     A  D  A  I  R. 


An'  O  !  my  Eppie, 
My  jewel,  my  Eppie  ! 
Wha  wad  na  be  happy 

Wi'  Eppie  Adair ! 
By  love,  and  by  beauty^ 
By  law,  and  by  duty  j 
I  fwear  to  be  true  to 

My  Eppie  Adair. 

An',  O  !  my  Eppie,  &:c. 

A*  pleafure  exile  me, 
Difhonour  defile  me. 
If  e'er  I  beguile  thee. 
My  Eppie  Adair ! 
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WIDOW,  ARE  TE  WAKING? 


O  !  wha's  that  at  my  chamber  door  ? 

Fair  widow  are  ye  waking  ?" 
Auld  carle,  your  fuit  give  o'er. 

Your  love  lies  a*  in  tawking  ; 
Gi'e  me  a  lad  that's  young  and  tight, 

Sweet  like  an  April  meadow ; 
'Tis  fic  as  he  can  blefs  the  fight 

And  bofom  of  a  widow ! 


*•  O  !  widow,  wilt  thou  let  me  in  ? 

I'm  pawky,  wife,  and  thrifty ; 
*'  And  come  of  a  right  gentle  kin, 

*•  I'm  Httje  mair  than  fifty." 
Daft  carle,  dit  your  mouth. 

What  fignifies  how  pawky. 
Or  gentle  born  ye  be — but  troth 

In  love  ye 're  but  a  gawky. 


•*  Then,  widow,  let  thofe  guineas  fpeak, 
That  powerfully  plead  clinkan  j 
And  if  they  fail,  my  mouth  I'll  fteek, 
"  And  nae  mair  love  will  think  on." 
Thefe  court  indeed,  I  maun  confefs, 
\  I  think  they  mak  you  young,  fir, 

And  ten  times  better  can  exprefs 
Affedtion,  than  your  tongue,  fir* 


[  77  ] 


WHISTLE  O'ER  THE  LAVE  O'T. 


First  when  Maggy  was  my  care. 
Heaven,  I  thought,  was  in  her  air; 
Now  we're  married  fpier  rvae  mair. 

But  whiftle  o'er  the  lave  o't; 
Meg  was  meek,  and  Meg  was  mild. 
Sweet  and  harmlefs  as  a  child; 
Wifer  men  than  me's  beguil'd. 

So  whiffle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 


How  we  live,  my  Meg  and  me, 
How  we  love,  and  how  we  gree  ; 
I  care  na  by  how  few  may  fee- — 

Whiftle  o'er  the  lave  o't ; 
Wha  I  wifh  were  maggots*  meat, 
Dilh'd  up  in  her  winding-flieet, 
I  cou'd  write,  but  Meg  maun  fee't, 

Whiftle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 
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MT  HEART'S  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS. 


My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not 
here ; 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a  chafing  the  deer ; 
A  chafing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 
Farewell  to  the  Highlands,  farewell  to  the  North, 
The  birth-place  of  valour,  the  country  of  worth ; 
Wherever  T  wander,  wherever  I  rove, 
,  The  hills  of  the  Highlands  for  ever  I'll  love. 


Farewell  to  the  mountains  high  cover'd  with  fnow ; 
Farewell  to  the  ftraths  and  green  valleys  below  : 
Farewell  to  the  forefts  and  wild  hanging  woods ; 
Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud  pouring  floods. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,my  heart  is  not  here. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a  chafing  the  deer : 
Chafing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 
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STEER  HER  VP,  AND  HAD  HER  GAWIN. 


O  !  fteer  her  up,  and  had  her  gawin,  See  that  fhining  glafs  of  claret. 

Her  mither's  at  the  mill,  Jo ;  How  invitingly  it  looks  j 

But  gin  flie  winna  tak  a  man,  Tak  it  afF,  let's  ha'e  mair  o*t. 

E'en  let  her  tak  her  will,  Jo.  Pox  on  fighing,  trade,  and  books. 

Pray  thee,  lad,  leave  filly  thinking,  Let's  ha'e  mairpleafure  while  we're  able, 

Caft  thy  cares  of  love  aWay ;  Bring  us  in  the  meikle  bowl. 

Let's  our  forrows  drown  in  drinking,  Place't  on  "the  middle  of  the  table, 

'Tis  daffin  longer  to  delay.  And  let  the  wind  and  weather  growl. 
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JAMIE,    COME    7Rr  ME. 


Jamie,  come  try  me, 
Jamie,  come  try  me, 

If  thou  would  win  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 

If  thou  fhould  alk  my  lovci 
Could  I  deny  thee  ? 

If  thou  would  win  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 
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t.HE    MILLER'S  DAUGHTER. 


I  Ha'e  been  courting  at  a  lafs, 

Thefe  twenty  days  and  mair  ; 
Her  father  winna  gi'e  me  her. 

She's  fic  a  gleib  of  gear  j 
But  gin  I  had  her  where  I  wou'd^ 

Amang  the  hether  here, 
I'd  ftrive  to  win  her  kindnefs 

For  £i'  the  miller's  care. 

For  when  fhe's  abfent  frae  my  jQght, 

I  think  upon  her  ftill. 
And  when  I  fleep,  or  when  I  wake, 

She  does  my  fenfes  fill ; 
May  heaven  guard  the  bonny  lafs. 

That  fweetens  a'  my  life  j 
And  fhame  fa'  me  gin  e'er  I  feek 

Anither  for  my  wife. ' 


For  file's  a  bonny,  fonfy  lafs. 

An  armsfu',  I  fvvear ; 
I  wou'd  marry  her  without  a  coat-, 

Or  e'er  a  plack  o'  gear ; 
For,  truft  me,  when  I  faw  her  firll, 

Shega'e  me  fic  a  wound, 
That  a'  the  doctors  i'  the  earth 
Can  never  mak  me  found. 
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RACING  mNDS  AROUND  HER  BLOmNG. 


Raving  winds  around  her  bbwing. 
Yellow  leaves  the  woodlands  Urowing, 
By  a  river  hoarfely  roaring, 
Ifabella  ftray'd,  deploring : 
Farewell,  hours,  that  late  did  meafure 
Sunfhine  days  of  joy  and  pleafure; 
Hail,  thou  gloomy  night  of  forrow, 
Checrlefs  night  that  knows  no  morrow. 


O'er  the  pal?:  too  fondly  wandVing, 
On  the  hopelefs  future  pondering, 
Chilly  grief  my  life-blood  freezes, 
Fell  defpair  my  fancy  feizes  i 
Life,  thou  foul  of  every  bleffing, 
Load  to  mifery  moftdiftrefling. 
Gladly  how  would  I  refign  thee, 
And  to  dark  oblivion  join  thee  ! 
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WILLT'S  RARE,  AND  WILLT'S  FAIR, 


Willy's  rare,  and  Willy's  fair. 
And  Willy's  wond'rous  bonny  ; 

And  Willy  heght  to  marry  me, 
Gin  e'er  he  marry'd  ony. 

Yeftreen  I  made  my  bed  fu*  brade, 
The  night  I'll  make  it  narrow; 

For  a'  the  live  long  winter's  night, 
I'll  lie  twin'd  of  my  marrow. 


O  !  came  you  by  yon  water  fide  ? 

Pu'd  you  the  rofe  or  lily  ? 
Or  came  you  by  yon  meadow  green  ? 

Or  faw  you  my  fweet  Willy  ? 

She  fought  him  eaft,  Ihe  fought  him  weft. 
She  fought  him  brade  and  narrow  j 

Sine,  in  the  clifting  of  a  craig. 

She  found  him  dro\vn'd  in  Yarrow. 
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My  bonny  Lizae  Baillie, 

I'll  row  ye  in  my  plaidie. 
And  ye  maun  gang  alang  wi*  me. 

And  be  a  Highland  lady. 

*«  I  am  fure  they  wad  nae  ca*  me  wife. 
Gin  I  wad  gang  wi*  you,  fir; 

For  I  can  neither  card  or  fpin. 
Nor  yet  milk  ewe  or  cow,  fir." 

*•  My  bonny  Lizae  Baillie, 

Let  nane  o*  thefe  things  daunt  ye  ; 
Ye'll  ha'e  nae  need  to  card  or  fpin. 

Your  mithcr  weel  can  want  ye.'* 


Now  fhe's  cafl  aflf  her  bonny  fhoen, 
Made  o*  the  gilded  leather ; 

And  fhe's  put  on  her  Highland  brogues. 
To  fkip  amang  the  heather. 

And  fhe's  cafl  afFher  bonriy  gown, 
Made  o'  the  filk  and  fattin  ; 

And  fhe's  put  on  a  tartan  plaid, 
To  row  amang  the  braken. 

She  wad  nae  ha'e  a  Lawland  laird. 

Nor  be  an  Englifh  lady  j 
But  fhe  wad  gang  wi'  Duncan  Gra;me, 

And  row  her  in  his  plaidie. 


[   85  ] 


THE    MA  ID  'S    C  O  MPLA  INT. 


IX.S  Sylvia  in  a  foreft  lay, 

To  vent  her  woe  alone ; 
Her  fwain,  Gylvander,  came  that  way. 

And  heard  her  dying  moan. 
Ah  !  is  my  love  (flie  faid)  to  you 

So  worthlefs  and  fo  vain  ? 
Why  is  your  wonted  fondnefs  now 

Converted  to  difdain  ? 

You  vow'd  the  light  fliould  darknefs  turn, 

Ere  you'd  exchange  your  love ; 
In  fhades  now  may  creation  mourn. 

Since  you  unfaithful  prove. 
Was  it  for  this  I  credit  gave 

To  ev'ry  oath  you  fwore  ? 
But,  ah  !  it  feems  they  muft  deceive, 

Who  mofl:  our  charms  adore. 


'Tis  plain  your  drift  was  all  deceit, 

The  praftice  of  mankind  : 
Alas  !  I  fee  it,  but  too  late, 

My  love  had  made  me  blind. 
What  caufe,  Sylvander,  have  I  given. 

For  cruelty  fo  great  ? 
Yes — for  your  fake  I  flighted  heaven, 

And  hugg'd  you  into  hate. 

For  you,  delighted,  I  could  die  ; 

But,  oh  !  with  grief  Fm  filFd, 
To  think  that  cred'lous  conftant  I, 

Should  by  yourfelf  be  kill'd. 
But  what  avail  my  fad  complaints. 

While  you  my  eafe  negled;  ? 
My  wailing  inward  forrow  vents. 

Without  the  wifh'd  efFed. 


This  faid — all  breathlefs,  fick,  and  pale. 

Her  head  upon  her  hand  ; 
She  found  her  vital  fpirits  fail, 

And  fenfes  at  a  ftand. 
Sylvander  then  began  to  melt : 

But  ere  the  word  was  given, 
The  heavy  hand  of  death  fhe  felt, 

And  figh'd  her  foul  to  Heaven. 
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Oh  !  was  not  I  a  weary  wight !  Even  at  the  dead  time  of  the  night, 

Ohl  onochrie,  G  !  oh  !  onochrie,  O  !  Oh  !  &c. 

^ade  wife  and  widow  in  one  night  !  They  broke  my  bower,  and  flew  my  knight  5 

Oh  !  onochrie,  onochrie,  onochrie,  O !  Oh  !  &c. 

When  in  my  foft  and  tender  arms.  With  ae  lock  of  his  jet  black  hair, 

Oh  I  onochrie,  O  !   oh  1  onochrie,  O  !  Oh !  &c. 

When  moft  I  thought  him  free  from  harms.  I'll  tye  my  heart  for  ever  mair. 

Oh  !  onochrie,  onochrie,  onochrie,  oh  I  Oh  !  &c. 

Nae  fly-tongued  youth,  or  flattering  fwain, 

Oh!  &c. 
Shall  e*er  untie  this  knot  again  j 

Oh  !  &c. 

Thine  flill,  dear  youth,  that  heart  fliall  be. 
Oh!  &c. 

Nor  pant  for  aught,  fave  Heaven  and  thee. 
Oh  I  &c. 
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M  A  G  G     E^'  S  A  T  0,C  H  E  R, 


1  HE  meal  was  dear  fhort  fyrtCi 

We  buckrd  us  a'  thegither  j  ■ 
And  Maggie  was  in  her  prime. 

When  VVilhe  made  courtlhip* till  her  ; 
Twa  piflals  charg'd  beguefs", 

To  gi'e  the-courting  fhot ; 
And  fyne  came  ben  the  lafs, 

Wi'  fwats  drawn  frae  the  butt. 
He  iirfl:  fpier'd  at  the  guidman,  . 

And  fyne  at  Giles,  the  mither. 
An  ye  wad  gi's  a  bit  land, 

Wee'd  buckle  us  e'en  thegither. 

Your  tocher's  be  good  enough, 

For  that  ye  need  na  fear, 
Twa  good  flilts  to  the  plough. 

And  ye  yourfell  maun  fleer : 
Ye  fall  ha'e  twa  good  pocks. 

That  ance  were  o'  the  tweel ; 
The  t'ane  to  had  the  groats, 

The  ither  to  had  the  meal  j 
Wi'  an  auld  kift  made  o'  wands, 

And  that  fall  be  your  coffer ; 
Wi'  aiken  woody  bands, 

And  that  may  had  your  tocher. 


Confider  weel,  guidman. 

We  ha'e.  but  borrow'd  .gear  i 
The  horfe^that  I  ride  on,  . 

Is  Sandy  Wilfon's  rriare  ; 
The  faddle's  nane  o'  my  ain  ; 

And  thae's  but  barrow'd  boot^^ 
And  wheu  that  I  gae  hame, 

I  maun  tak  to  my  coots; 
The  cloak  is  Geordy  Watt's, 

That  gars  me  look  fae  croufe  ; 
Come,,  fill^us  a  cogue  of  fwats. 

We'll  mak  nae  mair  toom  roofe. 

I  like  yoii  weel,  young  lad. 

For  telling  me  fae  plain  ; 
I  married  when  little  I  had, 

O' gear  that  was  my  ain. 
But  fin  that  things  are  fae. 

The  bride  fhe  maun  come  forth, 
Tho'  a'  the  gear  fhe'll  ha'e 

'Twill  be  but  little  worth. 
A  bargain  it  maun  be, 

Fy,  cry  on  Giles  the  mither ; 
Contented  am  I,  quo'  fhe, 

F/en  gar  the  hiffie  come  hither. 
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i    D  RE  A  M'  D    I  LAh 


I  Dream 'd  I  lay  were  flowers  were  fpringing, 

Gayly  in  the  funny  beam ; 
Lifl'ning  to  the  wild  birds  finging, 

By  a  falling  cryftal  ftream  : 
Strait  the  fky  grew  black  and  daring  j 

Thro'  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave  i 
Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring, 

0*er  the  fwelling  drumlie  wave. 


Such  was  my  life's  deceitful  morning; 

Such  the  pleafures  I  enjoy'd  ; 
But  lang  ere  noon,  loud  tempefts  ftorming, 

A'  my  flow'ry  blifs  deftroy'd 
Tho*  fickle  fortune  has  deceiv'd  me. 

She  promis'd  fair,  and  perform'd  but  ill  5 
Of  mony  a  joy  and  hope  bereav'd  me, 
.  X  beaf  a  heart  fliall  fupport  me  ftill. 


[    89  ] 


rHE  GLANCING  OF  HER  APRON 


In  lovely  Auguft  laft. 

On  Munanday  at  morn, 
As  thro'  the  fields  I  part, 

To  view  the  yellow  corn  : 
I  looked  me  behind, 

And  faw  come  o*er  the  know, 
Ane  glancing  in  her  apron^ 

With  a  bonny  brent  brow. 


I  faid,  good  morrow,  fair  maid  ; 

And  Ihe,  right  courteouflie, 
Return 'd  a  beck,  and  kindly  faid, 

*'  Good  day,  fweet  fir,  to  thee." 
I  fpeir'd,  my  dear,  how  far  awa' 

Do  ye  intend  to  gae  ? 
Quoth  fhe,  I  mean  a  mile  or  twa, 

And  o'er  yon  broomy  brae. 


Fair  maid,  I'm  thankfu'  to  my  fate, 

To  have  fic  company  j 
For  I  am  ganging  flraight  that  gate, " 

Where  ye  intend  to  be. 
When  we  had  gane  a  mile  or  twain, 

I  faid  to  hir,  my  dow. 
May  wee  not  lean  us  on  this  plain. 

And  kifs  your  bonny  mou'. 
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0/    SAT,    BONNT  LASS. 


O  !  fay,  bonny  lafs,  will  you  lie  in  abarrackj 
And  marry  a  foldier,  and  carry  his  wallet  j 
O  I  fay,  ^vou'd  you  leave  baith  your  mither 
and  daddy. 

And  follow  the  camp  with  your  foldier  laddy  ? 
O !  fay,  wou'd  you  leave  baith  your  mither 

and  daddy,  • 
And  follow  the  camp  with  your  foldier  laddy  ? 

O  !  yes,  bonny  lad,  I  could  lie  in  a  barrack, 
And  marry  a  foldier  and  carry  his  wallet ; 
I*d  neither  aflc  leave  of  my  mither  or  daddy. 
But  follow  my  deareft,  my  foldier  laddy. 


O  ! '  fay,  bonny  lafs,  wou'd  you  go  a  cam- 
paigning, 

And  bear  all  the  hardfhips  of  battle  and  fa- 
mine J 

When  wounded  and  bleeding,  then  would 'ft 

thou  draw  near  me, 
And  kindly  fupport  me,  and  tenderly  cheer  me  ? 

O  !  yes,  bonny  lad,  1*11  think  naething  of  it. 
But  follow  my  Henry,  and  carry  his  wallet ; 
Nor  dangers  nor  famine,  nor  wars  can  alarm 
me, 

My  foldierisnear  me,  and  naething  can  harm  me. 


iBut  fay,  bonny  lafs,  when  I  go  into  battle. 
Where  dying  men  groan,  and  loud  cannons  rattle  ? 
O  !  then,  bonny  lad,  I  will  lhare'a'  thy  harms. 
And  Ihould'ft  thou  be  kill'd,  I  will  die  in  thy  arms. 
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rHE  FLOWERS  OP  EDiNBURGB. 


My  love  was  once  a  bonny  lad. 

He  was  the  flower  of  a*  his  kin  j 
The  abfence  of  his  bonny  face 

Has  rent  my  tender  heart  in  twain; 
I  day  nor  night,  find  no  delight, 

On  filent  tears  I  flill  complain  j 
And  exclaim  *gainft  thofe  my  rival  foes. 

That  ha*e  ta'en  from  me  my  darling  fwain. 


Defpair  and  anguifli  fill  my  breafi. 

Since  I  have  loft  my  blooming  rofe  i 
I  figh  and  moan,  while  others  reft. 

His  abfeoce  yields  me  no  repofe  j 
To  feek  my  love  I'll  range  and  rove. 

Thro*  ev*ry  grove  and  diftant  plaia  ; 
Thus  111  ne*er  ceafe,  but  fpend  my  days. 

To  hear  tidings  from  my  darling  fwain. 
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yOCKIE    AND    SAN  Dr. 

TwA  bonny  iads  were  Sandy  and  Jockie, 
jockie  was  loo'd,  but  Sandy  unlucky  ;  . 
Jockie  was  laird  baith  of  hills  and  of  vallies, 
But  Sandy  was  naught  but  the  kingof  gude  fellows; 
Jockie  loo *^  Madgie,  for  Madgie  had  money ; 
And  Sandy  loo'd  Mary,  for  Mary  was  bonny. 
Ane  wedded  for  love,  ane  wedded  for  treafure^ 
So  Jockie  had  filler,  and  Sandy  had  pleafore. 
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THE     MILL,     M  I  L  L  Of 


words  hy  P. 

Fie  I  Mary,  to  befo  unkind. 

And  cruel  hoard  thy  blifies ! 
'Thofe  lips  for  rapture  were  dcfign*d. 

Then  let  me  fteal  their  kifles. 
What,  tho*a  fcore  or  two  I  take? 

Be  generous,  girl,  and  fcorn  *em  I 
Yet  Ihould'ft  thou  pout  to  have  them  back- 

I  promife  to  return  'em. 
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SHEPHERDS,  I  HAVE  LOSt  Mr  LOVE, 


Shepherds,  i  hive  loft  my  love, 

Have  you  fecn  my  Anna  ? 
Pride  of  ev'ry  fliady  grove 
Upon  the  banks  of  Banna  ? 

I  for  her  my  home  forfook, 
Near  yon  mifty  mountain  ; 

Left  my  flock,  my  pipe,  my  crook. 
Greenwood  fhade,  and  fountain. 


Never  (hall  I  fee  them  more 

Untill  her  returning ; 
All  the  joys  of  life  are  o'er, 

From  gladnefs  chang'd  to  mourning. 

Whither  is  my  charmer  flown  ? 

Shepherds,  tell  me  whither  ? 
Ah  1  wo  for  me,  perhaps  fhe's  gone 

For  ever  and  for  ever. 
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BONNr  KATE   OF  EDimURGH. 


Where  wavbg  pines  faliite  the  fkies. 

And  lilver  ftreams  meand'ring  flow. 
Where  verdant  mountains  gently  rife, 

Thus  Sandy  fung  his  tale  of  woe : 
Ah  !  Kitty,  cruel  perjur'd  maid. 

Why  haft  thou  ftole  my  heart  away  ? 
Why  thus  forfaken  am  I  kid. 

To  fpend  in  tears  and  fighs  the  day  } 

The  cooing  turtle  hears  my  moan. 

My  briny  tears  increafe  the  ftream ; 
The  mountains  echo  back  the  groan, 

Whilft  thou,  fair  tyrant,  art  my  theme  ! 
O  !  blooming  maid,  indulgent  prove, 

And  wipe  the  tears  from  Sandy's  eyes  i 
O  !  grant  him  kind  returns  of  love, 

Or  Sandy  bleeds,  and  falls,  and  dies. 


Thus  Sandy  fung,  bat  turning  found. 

Beheld  fweet  Nancy's  injur'd  fliade  ; 
He  trembling  faw,  he  {hook,  and  groan 'd^ 

Fear  and  difraay  his  guik  betray 'd  : 
*'  Ah  !  haplefs  matt,  thy  perjur'd  vdvt', 

"  Was  to  thy  Nancy's  heart  a  grave ; 
**  The  damps  of  deatli  bedew *d  my  brow. 

"  While  you  the  dying  maid  coxdd  fave  I 

Thus  fpake  the  viiion,  and  withdrew ; 

From  Sandy's  cheeks  the  crimfon  fled; 
Guilt  and  defpair  their  arrows  threw. 

And  now  behold  the  traitor  dead. 
Remember,  fwains,  my  artlefs  ftrain, 

To  plighted  faith  be  ever  true, 
And  let  no  injur'd  maid  complain. 

She  finds  faife  Sandy  live  in  you. 
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IF  E'ER  I  DO  WELL  ITS  A  WONDER, 


'The  words  by  P.  P. 

J^OW  bleft  was  the  hour,  I  own  that  I  love  f 

When  I  ftoleto  thy  bow'r,  But  wherefore  reprove, 

And  the  fmile  feem'd  to  grow  from  thy  And  repel  me  with  frowns  fo  alarming  ? 
beauty  !  Thou  ought'ft  not  to  blame 

Now  my  days  are  forlorn.  The  poor  Twain  for  his  fiame, 

And  in  filence  I  moum —  But  Dame  Nature,    who  form'd  thee  fo 

Thou  command'!!,  and  to  part  is  my  duty.  charming. 
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PEGGT  IN  DEVOTION. 


l^he  words  by  P.  P. 

Sweet  nymph  of  my  devotion 
Let  thy  fmile 
My  hours  beguile. 
Fox  care's  an  idle  notion : 

Then  let  love  be  free. 
Since  Nature  gave  thee  beauty, 
Grant  the  kifs. 
The  higheft  blifs. 
For  knew  it  is  thy  duty ; 
Liften,  girl,  to,  me. 
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C  0  L  0  N  M  L  GARDNER. 


1  WAS  at  the  hour  of  dark  midnight. 

Before  the  firfl  cock's  crowing. 
When  weflland  winds  fliook  Stirling's  tower, 

With  hollow  murmurs  blowing  ; 
When  Fanny  fair,  all  woe  begone, 

Sad  on  her  bed  w^as  lying, 
And  from  the  ruin'd  towers  (he  heard 

The  boding,  fcreech-owl  crying. 

O  I  difmal  night,  fhe  faid,  and  wept  j 

0  1  night  prefaging  forrow  ! 

O  !  difmal  night,  (lie  faid,  and  we|)f,- 

But  more  I  dread  to-morrow. 
For  now  the  bloody  hour  draws  nigh. 

Each  hoft  to  Prefton  bending  : 
At  morn  fhall  fons  their  fathers  flay, 

With  deadly  hate  contending. 

Even  in  the  vifions  of  the  night, 

1  faw  fell  death  wide  fweeping  ; 
And  all  the  matrons  of  the  land. 

And  all  the  virgins  weeping; 
And  now  fhe  heard  the  mafly  gates 

Harfli  on  their  hinges  turning, 
And  now  thro'  all  the  caftle  heard 

The  woeful  voice  of  mourning. 


Aghaft,  flie  flarted  from  her  bed, 

The  fatal  tidings  dreading  ; 
O  !  fpeak,  fhe  cry'd,  my  father's  flain  I 

I  fee;;  I  fee  him  bleeding  ! 

A  pale  corpfe  on  the  fullen  fliore, 

At  morn,  fair  maid,  I  left  him; 
Even  at  fhe  threfholdof  his  gate, 

The  foe  of  life  bereft  him. 

Bold,  in  the  battle's  front,  he  fell. 

With  many  a  wound  deformed ; 
A  braver  knight,  nor  better  man, 

This  fair  ifle  ne'er  adorned." 
While  thus  he  fpoke,  the  grief-ftrUck  maid 

A  deadly  fwoon  invaded  ; 
Loft  was  the  luftre  of  her  eyes, 

And  all  her  beauty  faded. 

Sad  was  the  fight,  and  fad  the  news, 

And  fad  was  our  complaining  ; 
But  oh  I  for  thee,  my  native  land. 

What  woes  are  ftill  remaining  1 
But  why  complain  ?  the  hero's  foul 

Is  high  in  heaven  Ihining  : 
May  Providence  defend  our  ifle 

From  all  our  foes  defigning. 
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ro    DAUNT  ON  ME, 


AlAS!  when  charming  Sylvia's  gone, 

I  figh  and  think  myfelf  undone; 

But  when  the  lovely  nymph  is  here, 

I'm  pleas *d,  yet  grieve  ;  and  hope,  yet  fear; 

Thoughtlefs  of  all  but  her  I  rove, 

Ah  !  tell  me,  is  not  this  call'd  love  ? 


Ah,  me !  what  pow'r  can  move  me  fo  ? 
I  die  with  grief  when  fhe  muft  go  ; 
But  I  revive  at  her  return  ; 
I  fmile,  I  freeze,  I  pant,  I  burn : 
Tranfports  fo  ftrong,  fo  fweet,  fo  new, 
Say,  can  they  be  to  friendlhip  due  ? 


Ah  !  no,  'tis  love  !  'tis  now  too  plain, 

I  feel,  I  feel  the  pleafing  pain  ! 

For  who  e'er  faw  bright  Sylvia's  eyes. 

But  wifli'd,  and  long'd,  and  was  her  prize  ? 

Gods  !  if  the  trueft  muft  be  blefs'd. 

O  !  let  her  be  by  me  poffefs'd, 


33 


anion  mc. 


Yiol 


I7t 


Slow 


3z: 


.J  i  [J 


lafs!  when  charming      Syl>.via's  gone,  I  ^^^^ 


J    I  J 


think  my^felf   unrCone;      But  when    the       lovely    nyTn}>h  is  here,  Im 


5  6" 


6" 


5  ^ 


■ — 1 

•— i — 1 

• 

r — 1 

f^—m  

 X — 

 1 

t 

•-Ti  

•  

■ 

^ — 

' — ] 

bd— ^ — 

pleafcl,    yet  grieve ,  and   hope ,  yet     fear.    Thoughtless  of     all  but 


e 
1 


_  J  1_ 

If?  ^  ^  Ji 

J  fl 

,             J    II'  ■  •= 

her       I         rove.   A.h . 
 #  ,    #    ,  - 

tell     me       is  not 

—  i 

thi 

s    calld  loye. 

1   Jl   J  111.  = 

i     ^    '  ...kill 
5  c 

N    1  r 

.5  /T 

6 

lOO 


11  oil /I 


Slou 


-#>.  3   r  '  '  H  ^ 

Q 1  *'j —  ■■■  T  '~r  Jt-y   ' 

-               -A-       -9-                       ~_  > 

*  IT 

■Tf 

-1.  ' 

.       ■  J  1 — 

"When  weft wincfs  flid  hloAv^-w ith 

a     foft  gentle  breeze, i 

JVe< 

^tbloommg 
 F  

^  6- 

|3 

6^ 


I 


JENNr  WAS  FAIR  AND  UNKIND. 


When  weft  winds  did  blow  with  a  foft,  gentle  breeze^ 
And  fweet  blooming  verdure  did  clothe  all  the  trees, 
I  went  forth  one  morning,  to  hail  the  new  fpring. 
And  hear  the  fweet  fongfters  all  warble  and  fing } 
I  faw  the  green  foreft,  I  faw  the  gay  plain. 
But  nature  to  me  was  delightful  in  vain  ; 
For  love  had  invaded  the  peace  of  my  mind; 
And  Jenny,  dear  Jenny  !  was  fair  and  unkind. 

Ye  powers,  who  refide  in  the  regions  above. 
Deprive  me  of  life,  or  infpire  her  with  love  ! 
Make  Jenny's  fair  bofom  to  feel  for  my  pain, 
That  I  may  fweet  peace  and  contentment  regain. 
Then  in  a  retreat  with  my  dear  I  would  dwell ; 
Contentment  fliould  guard  us  in  fome  humble  cell ; 
Remote,  we'll  live  happy,  tho'  fimple  our  fare ; 
Our  health  all  our  wealth,  and  to  love  all  our  eare. 
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HER  ABSENCE  WILL  NOT  ALTER  ME. 


ThO'  diftant  far  f?6m'Jefly*s  cHarms ' 
I  ftretch,  in  vain,  my  longing  arms  j 
Tho*  parted  by  the  deeps  of  fea^,  '  '^^  M  o* 
Her  abfence  will  not  altei*  me  ; 
Tho'  beauteous  nymphs  I  fee  around,  i 
A  Chloris,  Flora,  might  be  found. 
Or  Phillis,  with  her  roving  eye  j 
Her  abfence  fhall  not  alter  me. 

A  fairer,  face,  a  fweeter  fmile, 
Inconftant  lovers  may  beguile  j 
But  to  my  lafs  I'll  conllant  be, 
Nor  lhall  her  abfence  alter  me ; 
Though  laid  on  India's  burning  coaft. 
Or  on  the  wide  Atlantic  toft. 
My  mind  from  love  no  pow'r  could  free. 
Nor  could  her  abfence  alter  me. 


See  how  the  flow'r  that  courts  the  fun, 
Purfues  him  till  his  race  is  run  j 
^'^  '7  See  how  the  needle  feeks  the  pole. 
Nor  diftance  can  his  pow'r  cont.  juI  ; 
Shall  lifelefs  flow*rs  the  fun  purfue  ? 
The  needle  to  the  pole  prove  true  J 
Like  them  fliall  I  not  faithful  be,  -  ' 
Or  fliall  her  abfenqc  alter  me  J 

Alk,  who  has  feen  the  turtle  dove 
Unfaithful  to  its  marrow  prove  ? 
Or  who  the  bleating  ewe  has  feen 
Defert  her  lambkin  on  the  green  ? 
Shall  beafls  and  birds,  inferior  far 
To  us,  difplay  their  love  and  care  ? 
Shall  they  in  union  fweet  agree. 
And  fliall  her  abfence  alter  me  J 


For  conq'ring  love  is  ftrong  as  death. 
Like  veh'ment  flames  his  pow'rful  breath  ; 
Thro'  floods  unmov'd,  his  courfe  he  keeps, 
Ev'n  thro'  the  fea's  devouring  deeps  : 
His  veh'ment  flames  my  bofom  burn, 
Unchang'd  they  blaze  till  thy  return  ; 
My  faithful  Jefly  then  fliall  fee. 
Her  abfence  has  not  alter'd  me. 
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GLOSSARY. 


A boon,  above 
Ae,  or  ane,  one 
A  in,  ovon 
Aith,  oath 

Aff.  off 
Aften,  o//^"/^ 
Alane,  alone 
Albeit, 

Amang,  among 
Awa',  away 
Auld,  o/i 
Ay,  akvays 

Bannocks,    a  fori  of  bread 
thicker  than  cakes,  foft  and 
round 
Bairn,  child 
^    Bairns,  children 
Baith,  both 
Baps.yb/?  long  rolls 
Bauld,  bold 

Ben ,  the  inkier  roo^n  of  a  hotfe 
Bent,  open  fields 
Bid,  pray  for,  dcfire 
Bigging,  building 
Birks,  beach  trees 
Blaw,  blozu 

Blink,  a  glance  of  the  eye 

Blatter,  a  blunderer 

Biythe,  cheerful,  happy 

Bobbit,  courtfied 

Bonriy,  beautiful 

Bow'd,  crooked 

Brae,  the  fide  of  a  hill 

Brak,  break 

Brander  .  gridiron 

Bra-vV,  brave,  fine  in  apparel 

Brent-brow,  -  fniooth,  high 

forehead 
Bridal,  wedding 
Brochan,  a  kind  of  gruel  made 

of  oatmeal,  butter,  and  honey 


V>xo\v ,  forehead 
Bucky,./-6f  large fea-fnail 
Burn,  a  brook 

But  and  Ben,  this  and  the  other 

end  of  the  houfe 
Byer,  a  cow  houfe 

Ca',  to  call,  or  drive 
Qi-3im\z.,  cannot 
Canty,  cheerful,  merry 
Cap,  a  wooden  bowl 
Carle,  an  old  man 
Carlings,   boiVd  peafe  after^ 

wards  broiled 
Carna',  care  not 
Caftocks,  the  core  and fialk  of 

cabbages 
Cauldrite,    chilly,  fpiritlefs, 

having  no  addrefs 
Claife,  clothes 

Cog,  a  large  wooden  difio  in 
which  the  country  people  put 
their  pottage 

Couth,  kind,  comfortable 

Craig,  a  rock 

Crovvdie,  meal  mixed  ivith 
water 

Daft,  foolifj,  mad,  and fiome- 

times  wanton 
Darna,  dare  not 
Daunton,  affright 
Deary,  little  dear,   a  term  of 

endea?i7ient 
Dight,  to  clean,  to  drefs 
Dike,  a  wall 
Din,  noife 
Ding,  excel 
Dinna,  do  not 
Doited,  crazy,  as  in  old  age 
Dow,  dove 
Doughty,  valiant 


Dou  fe ,  folid,  grave,  prudent 
Dram  mock,  meal  mixed  with 
water 

Dreigh,  the  EngUPj  language 
has  no  word  which  can  ex- 
prefs  the  full  meaning  of 
this  :  but  it  fignifies,fiow  in 
one's  motion,,  raw,  cheerlefs 

Dub>  ?nire,fiough,  or  puddle 

Dulfe  or  dilfe,  a  fea  weed 
with  a  long  broad  leaf 

Een ,  eyes 

Eerie,  afraid  of  apparitions 
Fa',  fall 

Fain ,  exp reffes  earnejl  defi i -e , 
as,  fain  would  1;  alfo  joyful t 
tickled  with  pleafure 

Fair  fa',  good  luck 

Farles,  cakes 

Fauld,  fince,  inclofure,  fold 

for  foeep 
Feint,  the  feint  a  bit,  not  a  bit 
File,  to  dirty 
Fhngyfiung 

Flit,  to  move  from  one  place  t6 
■  another 

Gabbocks,  large  mouth f ids 
Gae,  go 
Caed,  went 
Gang,  go 

Gar,  to  caufe,  make,  or  force 

Gaift,  or  ghaift,  ghofi 

Gate,  way 

Gear,  wealth,  goods 

Gied,  gave 

Gif,  ;/ 

Gin,  if 

G\xx\,  to  grin,  fnarl 
Glaiked  or  glaikit,  foolifk:, 

wanton,  light 
Glen,  a  hollow  between  two 

hilh 


GLOSSARY. 


Glinted,  glided 

Glownngy  flaring 

Gowden,  go/Jen 

Graith,  all  kinds  of  inflniments 

Gree,  prize ,  liBory 

Greet,  to  n&eep 

Grip,  to  hold  fafl 

Gude  or  guid,  good 

Ha',  hall 
Hadden,  held 

Hain,  to  fave,  manage  xvell 
Hame,  home 

Heartfome,  gladfome,  pkafant 
Heght,  promifed 
Y{oo\y ,  Jlowly ,  isoiih  care 
How,  low  ground^  a  hollow 
Jag,  the  beft  part  of  the  calf 

leather  uncurried 
Ilk,  each 
Ilka,  every 
^o^fweetheart 
Jfow,  the  toll  of  a  bell 
Vk.IJhall 

Kail,  broth  of  Coleworts 

Ken,  know 

Kepp,  catch 

Kimmer,  a  female  goffip 

Y^m^  .kindred 

Kirk,  church 

Y^x^.chcf 

Kith  and  kin,  kindiied 
Know,  a  hillock 
Ky,  cows 

Lack,  want 
Laigh,  low 

Laird,  a  gentleman  of  efate 
Laith,  loath,  forry 
Lane,  by  one's  felf 
Lang,  long 

Langfome,  tirefo7ne,  tedious 
Lang  kail,  coleworts  uncut 
Lapper'd,  curdled 
Lave,  the  reft  or  remainder 
Lee,  i allow  or  unfilled  ground y 

alfo  an  open  graffy  plain 
Leez  me,  a  phrafe  ufed  when 
one  is  in  love,  or  is  pleafed 
with  a  perfon 
Leugh,  laughed 
Lilt,  a  merry  tune,  or  doing 

any  thing  eafly  and  lively 
Loo,  to  love 
Mair,  more 
Maift,  mofl 

Manna,  muf  not,  may  not 


Marrow,  mate-,  lover 
Maun,  muf 

Meal-kail ,  foup  with  pot-herbs 

and  oatmeal 
Meikle,  much,  great 
Midding,  a  dunghill 
Mill,^  fnuff-box 
Minny,  mother 
yVvikxtt,  mother 
Mony,  many 
Mou',  mouth 

Mucking,  cleanfngfrom  dung 
Muckle,  or  meikle,  much 
Munanday,  Monday 

Na  or  nae,  not 
Nane,  none 

O'er  or  ower,  too  much 
O'erlay,  a  cravat 
Owfen,  oxen 

Outwittens,'Z£^///6oz//  the  know- 
ledge of 

Paidle,  a  fpade 
Partans,  crab-ff> 
Pawky,  fy,  witty,  cautious 
Pearlings,  thread  lace  to  a  wo- 
man s  cap 
Plenifnan,  houf  old  furniture 
Pleugh,  plough 
Pocks,  facks 
Vow,  head 
Pree'd,  tafed 
Vn,pull 

Rallies,  rufhes 

Reft,  robbed,  forced,  or  taken 

away 
Rifarts,  radifoes 
Rife,  plenty 
Rigs,  ridges 

Rive,  to  rend,fplit,  or  hurfl 
Roofe,  to  commend,  extol 
Rowth,  plenty 

Rung,  a  rough  frong  walking 
fick 

^z.t,fo 

^2LU,fore 

S^\\,fhall 

Saiktfirt 

Sdul,  foul 

Saut,y^// 

Scon,  a  cake  of  bread 
Scuds,  ale 
^d\,fef 
Shanks,  limbs 
Sharn,  cow's  dung 


Shaw,  a  wood  or forefi 
Shire,  ^  clever  wag 
Shoon,  foes 
Sic,  fuch 

Siller,  fiver  or  money 
Sine,  fince 

Skaitb,  hurt  or-damage 

Skeigh,  fhy 

Skink,  frong  foup 

Snaw,  fnow 

Svii^\x\,fnuff 

So^'tv\s,fummery 

Speer,  to  afk,  to  inquire  ' 

Spring,  a  tune  on  a  muf  cat 

inflrument 
Starn,  far,  fmallef  part 
Stoup,  a  can,  a  pint  foup  is  a 

can  or  pot  which  holds  two 

RngUPd  quarts 
SsNZ.X.^,  fnall  ale 
Sutor,  a  fooemaker 
Sybows,   a  fpecies  of  fmall 

onions 
Syne,  fnce,  formerly 

Tane,  taken 

Tangles,  thefalkorfle?n  of  the 
dulfe,  a  fea-weed,fee  Dulfe 
Tapfalteerie,  head  over  heels 
Tent,  attention,  cautious 
Tirl  at  the  pin,   rap  with  the 
knocker,  or  play  with  the 
latch  of  the  door 
Tocher,  portion,  dowry 
Todlen,  reeling,  tottering 
Toom,  empty 

Trigging,  neatly  arranging  the 
furniture  of  a  houfe  > 

Twin,  to  part 

Unco,  very,  or  much 

Vow  or  wow,  an  exclamation 
fgfiifyi^gi  I  fwear,  or  oh  ! 

Waefu',  woeful 

Waes,  woes 

Wale,  to  chufe 

Ware,  befow,fpend,  alfo  goods 

Wat  ye,  know  ye 

Wauking  o'  the  fauld,  the 

watching  of  the  fheep-fold 
Weaponfhaw,  a  place  at  the 

edge  of  a  wood,  vohere  they 

meet  to  exercife  cudgelling, 

&c. 
Wee,  little 
Wefllin,  weflern 
Wylie,  cautious,  cunning 
Yeilreen,  laf  night 
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